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CHAPTER I. 

A SECRET. 

John Hadden occupied a modest-looking 
house, to which he had removed on first 
entering on possession of his small fortune. 
His household consisted of two persons — 
a housekeeper, Mrs. Greig, whose husband 
had been a moulder, and had been acci- 
dentally killed in the foundry ; the second 
person was a smart maid-of-all-work. 

To this couple, the behaviour and pur- 
suits of their master were not a little 
mysterious, and became the subject of 
much curiosity. Mrs. Greig, especially, 
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2 FOUND OUT. 

was eager to know how he occupied himself ; 
but he had cleverly foiled every eflfort she had 
made to pry into his secret, apparently find- 
ing amusement in outwitting her, and either 
being too kind to find fault with her for a 
propensity which he admitted to be a gene- 
ral failing of her sex, or finding the amuse- 
ment too good to thmk of parting with her. 

Mrs. Greig always asked, when she 
handed him his hat, where was he going, 
and when would he return. To these 
questions she always received the same 
answer : * I don't know.' 

He would walk out with a chuckling, 

genial smile, and return, perhaps, in half 
an hour, perhaps not for a week, or even a 
month. In either case he stepped up to 
the door with the same smile on his lips as 
when he had gone out, and a general bear- 
ing of having just been round the comer for 
a few minutes. 

At home, his manner was quiet and 
observant. Nothing escaped him, and Mrsi. 
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Greig declared that * the auld man ' would 
reckon the hairs of one's head like a flash of 
lightning. He spent his time chiefly in his 
library, which was the front room, and 
which served him for every purpose save a 
sleepbg-ohamber. 

Two sides of the room were covered with 
books. One side was occupied by a large 
old-fashioned cabinet, in the under part of 
which he had placed a small safe, and by 
the window stood a writing-table. The 
cabinet and the drawers of the table were 
filled with papers ; but these were kept 
with unusual order — every packet docketed 
and arranged according to date ; and every- 
thing was locked up, save when he was in 
the room himself. 

There was a thick morocco-bound book, 
in which Mrs. Greig often saw him writing ; 
and, perhaps because it was the particular 
book which he took especial care to lock 
up in the safe, that was the very work the 
housekeeper was most anxious to read. 

1—2 
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She had never obtained an opportunity, 
however; and all that she had been able 
to learn of her master's ways out of doors 
was that he frequently visited Mrs, Burnett, 
an officer's widow, who lived with her 
daughter in Hill Street. Mrs. Greig's 
conclusions were neither very generous as 
regarded her master, nor very respectful as 
regarded Mrs. Burnett and her daughter. 

/Ye hae come hame,' said Mrs. Greig, 
opening the door for him with a half-injured, 
half-inquisitive expression. 

He invariably received the same salutation 
and the same look, whether he had been 
out five minutes or five days. He nodded, 
and, with an unusually preoccupied air, 
passed into his room. The housekeeper 
followed, complaining that he had been 
letting his dinner get ^ cauld.' 

* Bring it in as it is,' he said, opening 
the cabinet, and then the safe, forgetting 
to take ofif his hat. 

Mrs. Greig proceeded to obey, and on 
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her return, followed by the handmaid Betty, 
carrying a large tray, they found him seated 
at his desk, busily writing in that particular 
morocco-bound book which he guarded with 
so much care. His hat was still on. 

Betty gaped, and was properly repri- 
manded by Mrs. Greig for her ill manners ; 
but whilst they were engaged arranging the 
dishes on the centre table, the good woman 
more than once peered at her master and the 
book. He wrote a small angular calligraphy, 
however, which would have troubled Mrs. 
Greig to read even had she been permitted 
to hold the open pages in her hand. 

Everything was ready, she told him, but 
he did not seem to hear. She waited 
nearly ten minutes, during which he went 
on writing. 

She laid her big hand on his shoulder, 
taking advantage at the same time to stare 
at the book and give him a shake. 

* Yell let it grow cauld again.' 

* No, I haven't got it ; but it's a child 
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* A what?' 

He looked up with his amused grin, and 
closed the book. He was roused from his 
abstraction. 

* A zoological specimen, Mrs. Greig, 
which you will maybe see at the Botanic 
Gardens.' 

She had a notion that he was quizzing 
her, but she said nothing. He seated him- 
self briskly, and began to eat as if in a 
great hurry. Almost before he had finished, 
he desired her to take the things away, and 
not to disturb him again until he rang. 

As soon as the door had been closed, he 
resumed his place at the desk, reopened the 
book, and proceeded to write. 

The subject of his composition was a 
minute detail of every circumstance con- 
nected with the murder of a woman named 
Jean Gorbal, who had been found dead in 
her house in Port-Dundas. Nothing was 
omitted. When he had completed his re- 
port of everything he had heard, seen, and 
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discovered, he made the following memo- 
randa : 

^ 1st. An old gentleman in a brougham. 

* 2nd. Two ladies, apparently mother and 
daughter. 

* 3rd. A young man, railway guard or 
porter. 

^ 4th. An oldish man, black beard, scowl- 

« 

ing face, sou'-wester hat, apparently belong- 
ing to some coal boat or coasting collier. 
Evidently identical with Bob Little, boat- 
man. 

' 6th. My man — ^young, tall, elegant, grey 
kid gloves ; foot, nine inches from heel to 
toe, outside ; umbrella with patent ferule. 

* 6th. Jean Gorbal's husband, a sailor, 
said to be drowned ; her son Tom, said to 
be on board man-of-war. 

* 7th. Jean Gorbal, deceased, reported to 
have said, in reference to her income, " If 
I want morCy I can get it where the rest comes 
from.** 

* The whole thing rests on these words. 
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The woman Gorbal possessed some impor- 
tant secret aflfecting the character, position, 
or fortune, or all three combined, of some 
person or persons of position. She used 
her power over them, stretched and abused 
it, and they crushed her. 

* What was the nature of the secret, and 
how did she come to know it ? 

* In her youth, no doubt, she had been 
a servant in some wealthy family. Whilst 
there she discovered, by accident or cunning, 
the secret. What was it ? 

* I begin to see an unhappy family aflfair — 
a false wife, probably. That will complicate 
the matter. It will be necessary to find not 
only the wife, but also the lover, for it is 
he who has struck the blow. He has done 
it cleverly, too, with coolness and calcula- 
tion. The ignorant man, or the merely 
cunning man, would have made a slip some- 
where by which he might have been trapped ; 
but this crime has been accomplished with 
marvellous audacity and prevision. 



A SECRET. 9 

' The villain has left nothing to compro- 
mise him seriously. Without me, Captain 
Mactier would have been satisfied with his 
conclusion that the motive of the crime was 
robbery. He would have proceeded on that 
argument, and — missed the mark.' 

He ceased writing ; but, still leaning 
over the book, he gnawed at the end of his 
pen, while his brows contracted, and his 
eyes were half closed, as if he were shutting 
out the daylight from his brain, that he 
might look the more keenly inward. 

With a subdued ejaculation of pleasure, 
he hastily recommenced writing : 

* Yes, there was a child, and here is the 
story : — The woman Jean Gorbal is in the 
service of a lady, very rich, high position. 
Her husband is a merchant, contractor, 
banker, officer in the army or navy — any 
of them will do ; but he is called away 
from home, and is absent more than a year. 
Meanwhile the lady has a lover. She finds 
herself about to give birth to a child, and 
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she confides in the woman Gorbal. With 
her help, the child is bom in secret and 
conveyed away, so that the mother's shame 
and sin may never be known. The secret 
is well kept. 

* What becomes of the child ? They 
could not have killed it ? No, for Jean 
Gorbal, as the accomplice of an infanticide, 
would no longer be a person to fear. The 
child lives, is confided to her care, and she 
rears it. Can it be the son Tom ? 

*At any rate, the child is taken away 
from her, but they cannot get from her the 
proofs of the birth. She has her grasp 
upon them strong, as if the child were still 
under her charge. She wants for nothing ; 
her silence is worth a fortune. As she 
grows old, she becomes avaricious. Her 
demands increase with years ; she becomes 
troublesome, importunate, unbearable. At 
last, she threatens — for human nature is 
always the same, and can never be satisfied. 
Then they say, "We have endured enough; 
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let US put an end to it all at once, and for 
ever, by removing this woman from our way." 

* Here my links join. The gentleman in 
the brougham — ^he is the father ; the lady 
who called with the elegant young lady — 
she is the mother ; but who undertakes to 
remove the terror ? Not the father, for he 
is too old. Not the mother, for she would 
have used poison. The daughter ? Impos- 
sible. Who then ? 

* The elegant young man with the grey 
kid gloves is interested in the mother or 
the daughter ; both, probably, for he might 
be the affianced husband of the daughter, 
who has an immense fortune, whilst he has 
only his wits to depend on. To save them 
from disgrace, and to avoid the possible 
ruin of his own fortune, he takes the matter 
in hand, kills the woman Gorbal, and bums 
the proofs of the lady's sin/ 

There was an expression of intense grati- 
fication on his face as he laid down the pen. 
He shook some fine-ground glass on the 
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paper to dry it; he never used blotting- 
paper-— that was an article which he con- 
sidered serviceable only to those who did 
not care whether or not their writing be- 
came known to anybody who took the 
trouble to examine the blotter. Then he 
closed the book, and leaned back in his 
chair, with a long breath of relief, and eyes 
dancing with pleasure. 

^ It's a sad affair, and a bad affair/ he 
muttered, frowning ; ' but how often within 
the last few months have I read a similar 
narrative of a woman wicked or weak, and 
a man indifferent and a scoundrel, revealed 
in the Divorce Court. Ugh ! Heaven help 
us ! we are weak creatures/ 

He rose, and locked up the book in the 
safe, and then locked the cabinet. 

* I'll not go to Mr. Lyon to-night ; I'll 
wait till morning, when I can review it all 
calmly. I'll go over to Hill Street, and 
have a chat with Mrs. Burnett and Sarah. 
That'll clear my head, and freshen it for 
the morning's work.' 



CHAPTER II. 

THE officer's WIDOW. 

Mr. Hadden called loudly to Mrs. Greig 
for his hat, and the matron, with much 
contempt for his forgetfulness, informed 
him that he had it on his head. He was 
profoundly astonished to find that she 
spoke truly. He grasped his umbrella, 
and was about to march straight from the 
house without a word. 

^When'U ye be back?' demanded Mrs. 
Greig as usual. 

* I don't know ' — as usual. 

' You'll be back the nicht ?' 

* I don't know.' 

He went out, and Mrs. Greig watched 
him jealously till he turned the corner. 
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* Hill Street again/ she said. ' He'll 
be making the oflBcer's widow Mrs. Hadden 
one o' these days, and then I may go.' 

She closed the door, and proceeded to 
scold Betty, the maid, in the broadest 
dialect, which she only used in its purity 
when she was in a passion, or speaking 
familiarly. 

Mrs. Burnett, the widow of Lieutenant 
Burnett, of the 5th Hussars, had for nearly 
fifteen years occupied the same house in 
Hill Street with her daughter Sarah. The 
house was one of the oldest in the street, 
but was substantial and comfortable. ' The 
efforts of active hands and tasteful minds 
rendered the interior even elegant. 

The widow lady had a small fortune, 
which was sufficient to enable her to live 
comfortably, and to afford her daughter 
the best education — which was all she 
could give her, for she had not sufficient 
prudence, or she had not sufficient self- 
denial, to lay by much of her income to 
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provide for her daughter when she died. 
The income ceased with her life, and so 
Sarah's prospects were not brilliant. 

Of this, however, Sarah never seemed 
to think. She had devoted her life to 
watchful attendance on her mother, whose 
every wish she submitted to and en- 
deavoured to gratify. Calm, firm,' and 
intelligent, yet gentle and loving, Sarah 
was; the opposite of her mother in character 
as well as appearance, and from her fifteenth 
year became the ruling spirit of the house. 
Her mother was too indolent to interfere, 
and without a word permitted the whole 
charge to devolve on her child. 

Mrs. Burnett was one of those e^sy- 
natured women who gladly escape all per- 
sonal trouble and responsibility. She was 
of fair complexion, lymphatic disposition, 
and had once been a beauty. She retained 
some of her former charms still, although 
in her fiftieth year, and was not a little vain 
of them. Indeed, the one thing in which 
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she really interested herself was dress. 
That was her principal fault, barring a 
little peevishness, which was doubtless the 
result of an enfeebled constitution. 

Sarah was, on the contrary, resolute 
and forbearing in character. In person 
she was such a contrast to her mother, 
that nobody could have guessed their re- 
lationship from then* appearance. 

She was about the average height, dark 
in complexion as a child of Spain. She 
was not a beauty — ^her mouth, despite the 
rich ripeness of her lips, was too large, and 
her nose a little too prominent for that. 
To make amends, her hair was thick, jet 
black, glossy, and soft as silk ; her teeth 
were regular and pure as pearls, and in 
her big dark eyes there was a power, an 
expression that formed a magnetic attrac- 
tion, and made one wholly forget the irregu- 
larity of the features. 

In brief, hers was one of those faces 
which, once seen, can never be forgotten. 
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One might say that it possessed the light 
which, like the sun's ray on the sensitive 
plant, flashed upon the mind and left its 
imprint indelibly there. 

Sarah's filial devotion won for her the 
admiring attention of Mr. Laurence Hewitt, 
a rapidly rising solicitor in George Street. 
Mr. Hewitt and Mr. Hadden were the chief 
visitors and almost the only friends of Mrs. 
Burnett. 

The old man, indeed, found himself so 
much at home in Hill Street that he had 
been more than once on the point of prp- 
posing for the widow, old as he was, and 
long as it had been since his marrying-days 
had passed. But he so dreaded the loss of 
the society of that lady and her daughter, 
which he thought the rejection of such a 
proposal would render inevitable, that he 
continued to postpone his offer until there 
was a probability that it never would be 

made. 

Meanwhile, esteeming her as a daughter, 

VOL. I. 2 
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he had taken care to provide a large space 
in his will for Sarah, bequeathing to her, 
in fact, his whole fortune, with the excep- 
tion of a portion appropriated to the Glas- 
gow detective force. 

Naturally, under these circumstances, 
Mr. Hadden was made quite at home in 
Hill Street ; and Sarah, who in all the 
difficulties of the household had either to 
decide for herself or obtain advice from the 
first friend that appeared, had gradually 
learned to make Mr. Hadden her confidant 
and counsellor. 

He never failed her, never considered 
anything that he might have to do for her 
a trouble, and delighted in all things to 
act towards her as a kind, considerate father 
might have done. He almost grudged the 
time she gave to Mr. Hewitt, who had been 
a visitor for two years ; but as during the 
past six months that gentleman's atten- 
tions had assumed the definite form of a 
proposal of marriage, and as he was, by 
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all reports, an excellent lawyer and a 
worthy man, Mr. Hadden mentally blessed 
the young conple, and set about thinking 
what he should do for them on their 
marriage. 

It was a pity that such a man had been 
doomed to bachelorhood, for, with an 
ordinarily sensible woman, he would have 
formed the centre of a happy home. 

As an unusual occurrence, Mr. Hadden 
had been absent from Hill Street for fifteen 
days, and he now knocked at the door with 
eager expectancy of the warm welcome he 
was to receive.' 

* Is Mrs. Burnett in ?' he inquired .when 
the housemaid opened the door, and he 
walked straight into the parlour as if it had 
been his own house. 

The parlour was well furnished, and 
was made a pleasant chamber by 
the tidiness and tasteful arrangement 
which Sarah preserved; but at a glance 
Hadden perceived that on the present 

2—2 
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occasion the room Was in decided dis- 
order. 

The sofa was shoved over to the window, 
one chair was overturned, the other chairs 
and table were out of their places ; on the 
floor lay a crumpled copy of the Daily Maily 
and everything indicated confusion. 

Turning quickly to the girl, who had 
followed him into the room, he observed 
now that she looked frightened and pale, 
and her dress was slightly disarranged. 

^ Has anything happened ?' he demanded 
quickly. 

* Oh, sir, there's something awfu' !' she 
cried, with hands raised to her eyes. 

' What is it— what is it ?' 

* You know that for the last month the 
mistress has been poorly. She eats 
naething, and this morning ' 

* Yes, yes, but this evening ?' 

* After dinner she took up the paper to 
read the news ; but she had scarcely looked 
at it when she gave a scream — such a 
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horrible scream ! Miss Sarah and me ran 
into the room, and the mistress was lying 
on the floor as if she was dead. We 
carried her to her bedroom, and I wanted 
to go for the doctor ; bnt Miss Sarah said 
no, it wasna sickness that was the matter 
wi' her, and that she knew what it was/ 

* And how is she now V 

* She's come-to again — that is, I suppose 
she has, for Miss Sarah sent me out of the 
room. All that I ken is, that she has been 
speaking for the last hour at whiles — and 
very loud, for I heard her. Oh, it was 
awfu' !' 

' What was awfu' Y 

Mr. Hadden's alarm and astonishment 
were momentarily increasing. 

* What the mistress was saying.' 
' Eh, lass, were you listening ?' 

* No, no, maister ! I wasna listening ; 
but the mistress cried out as if she was 
ruined and lost, and she said ' 

* Stop,' interrupted Mr. Hadden, raising 
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his hand wamingly — *stop, my lass; 
listeners never hear anything good at a 
keyhole/ 

The girl was confused, and tried to excul- 
pate herself. 

*That will do,' he said, with some 
severity. *If you promise to mind your 
own business, and leave the affairs of your 
mistress alone, I will say nothing. You 
need not call Miss Sarah ; I will wait until 
she comes.' 

The girl retired, and Hadden, satisfied 
with the lesson he had given her, picked 
up the newspaper, and still keeping his hat 
and umbrella in his hand, settled himself 
by the window to read. 

He had scarcely been seated for more 
than a couple of minutes, when he bounded 
to his feet with a cry of amaze and alarm. 
He had been startled by this paragraph : 

* Mysterious Murder in Port-Dundas. 
— Considerable excitement prevails in the 
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district of Port-Dundas by the discovery 
which has just been made that a widow 
woman, named Jean Gorbal, has been 
murdered in her own house. For two days 
the house has been closed, and on the door 
being forced open by the authorities, the 
poor woman was found lying dead by the 
fireplace, with two stabs in the back. The 
police are on the track of the supposed 
criminals, and every exertion is being made 
to apprehend them. We will give par- 
ticulars of this sad and mysterious event 
in our next edition.' 

* Thunder !' exclaimed Hadden. * Is it 
possible that Mrs. Burnett can have any 
acquaintance ' 

He gave himself a shake and sat down, 
wiping his brow with his handkerchief. 

* I think this affair will drive me crazy,' 
he muttered. *I can see nothing, hear 
nothing, that I do not associate with the 
woman Gorbal. Eidiculous !' 
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Curiosity, however, led him to examine 
the paper closely, and amongst all its con- 
tents he could discover nothing, save the 
paragraph quoted, which could afford the 
slightest clue to the cause of Mrs. Burnett's 
sudden indisposition. There was not 
another line that could have caused the 
faintest emotion. 

It was singular, and, still more singular, 
the side of the paper close to the paragraph 
was crumpled, and partially torn, as if by 
the spasmodic grip of a nervous hand. 

^Most extraordinary!' gasped the de- 
tective, fixing his glasses on his nose. 

The glasses hung round his neck by a 
piece of narrow black silk ribbon, but he 
scarcely ever used them, except when they 
served to aid him in concealing any ex- 
pression of his visage which might have 
betrayed his thought, or when he was ex- 
ceedingly amftzed, as in the present instance^ 
and, out of mere habit, he found occupation 
with them for his restless hands. 



CHAPTER m. 
SABAH Burnett's declaration. 

The door at this moment opened, and Sarah 
appeared on the threshold. She was paUid 
as death, and her unusually calm resolute 
face indicated suffering and trouble of the 
mind in an intense degree. She seemed 
to be astonished by the presence of Mr. 
Hadden. 

^My dear Sarah/ said the good man, 
advancing quickly to her and taking her 
hands, ' tell me at once what has happened 
to your mother, and if she is better.' 

* Mistress Burnett is as well as possible.' 
The tone was cold, curt, and strange. 

* Mistress Burnett !' he ejaculated, 
puzzled by this new form adopted by Sarah 
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in speaking of her mother; hut he went 
on kindly : ' I see you have heen greatly 
agitated.' 

'Yes/ rejoined Sarah weariedly, and 
withdrawing her hands from him as she 
passed one abstractedly over her brow and 
eyes, as if she were trying to remove the 
trouble which had settled upon them — * yes, 
I have sustained a cruel shock.' 

She was evidently trying hard, trying 
with all the strength she possessed, to 
maintain an air of calmness — to listen to 
his questions and to answer them quietly. 

Mr. Hadden's paternal interest in the 
girl, so young, and yet afflicted with so deep 
a sorrow, was excited to a degree. 

*My dear child, at least relieve my 
anxiety by telling me what has h£|,ppened, 
and how.' 

She hesitated, and apparently reflected 
whether or not she should satisfy him. He 
was still her chief counsellor in all difficul- 
ties, notwithstanding her engagement to 
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Mr. Hewitt ; he was the chief friend of her 
mother ; and yet she hesitated whether or 
not to answer him. The reserve was very 
unusual, and he concluded that the occasion 
of it must he peculiar. She seemed to he 
undecided how to respond, but at length — 

^ Mistress Burnett has been distressed by 
learning from the paper that a woman in 
whom she was much interested has been 
murdered.' 

^ Eh ! what ! Did your mother know 
Jean Gorbal T 

He was so much taken by surprise that 
he had almost betrayed his connection with 
the detective force. He, however, checked 
himself in time, and experienced a glow of 
satisfaction in finding himself thus by acci- 
dent on the track of the past history of 
the murdered woman. He concealed his 
gratification with an efifort. 

* The poor woman was in the service of 
Mistress Burnett at one time,' said Sarah, 
speaking still with hesitation, and in an 



28 FOUND OUT. 

agitated manner. * She was devoted to her 
mistress heart and soul, and wonld have 
thrown herself into the fire to serve her/ 

* Then you — ^you too, Sarah, must have 
known the woman Y 

Sarah had still more difficulty in con- 
trolling the agitation of her voice as she 
replied : 

* I have not seen her for a long time, but 
I know her well — more, I was very fond of 
her, for she was my nurse.' 

' She ?— this woman Y 

Mr. Hadden opened his eyes, drew a 
long breath, and felt that he was growing 
sufficiently excited to forget all about the 
desire he entertained to conceal his private 
occupation. It seemed as if Providence 
had chosen him as the instrument of its 
vengeance and guided his hand. The 
woman Gorbal Sarah's nurse ! Here then 
he would obtain at once the knowledge 
which, half an hour ago, he had almost de- 
spaired of procuring. 
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He remained mnte in his surprise before 
Sarah, but presently, remembering the neces- 
sity to say something in order to avoid 
compromising himself — 

' It is an unhappy affair/ he said softly. 

Sarah's hands were now clasped before 
her, and her big dark eyes stared vacantly 
at the window, as if she were looking to- 
wards something far away. 

'For Mistress Burnett, I don't know 
what it may be,' she said in that strange 
cold tone; *but for me, it is a misfor- 
tune more terrible than you can conceive. 
The blow which killed that poor woman has 
stricken my heart also. Her death, dear 
Mr. Hadden, has destroyed every dream of 
the future I may have entertained. I had 
cruel outrages to avenge, cruel wrongs to 
set right, and that poor woman's death has 
rendered me powerless, helpless, miser- 
able.' 

She sank down in a chair now, and 
covering her face with her hands, sobbed 
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bitterly ; but they were the sobs of a strong 
nature, which had struggled hard to repress 
them, and which was still striving to sub- 
due this violent expression of emotion. 

' In the name of heaven, Sarah, explain 
this to me !' cried her friend earnestly, dis- 
tressed and utterly bewildered by her grief. 
* What causes you all this sufltering ? The 
pain must be great to make you speak so 
wildly.' 

* And the pain is great indeed. Ah, dear 
Mr. Hadden, you cannot know how great 
— I feel as if it were driving me mad ; for 
there are wrongs now that can never be re- 
paired, and I am left helpless, defenceless 
against calumny and shame.' 

* Calumny! shame! — you!' 

* Ay, me ; for I dare not speak now, for 
people would point me out as an ambitious 
adventuress, a false and dishonoured 
woman.' 

Mr. Hadden did not know what to think. 
He could not see the remotest connection 
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between Sarah's mother and the death of 
Jean Gorbal ; and he was troubled with a 
thousand bewildering conjectures. 

* My dear child/ he said kindly, laying 
his hand on her shoulder, ' I can't under- 
stand you. What dishonour, what calumny 
can afifect you ? Has anybody been making 
a quarrel between you and Hewitt T 

* No, no !' she moaned, swaying her body 
slightly ; * but he, too, will turn from me 
when he learns ' 

* Thunder ! learns what ? Has anybody 
been slandering you ? Has anybody 
wronged you ? Speak, Sarah ! confide in 
me, as you have always done.' 

With a calmness as sudden and strange 
as her exhibition of grief, Sarah rose to her 
feet, hastily wiping her eyes with her hand- 
kerchief. 

* Yes, you shall know all,' she said, in a 
low deliberate tone ; * I have been trying to 
bear a burden that is too heavy for me, try- 
ing to keep a secret that is killing me. I 
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have need of a wise, true friend to guide 
and help me, for this has filled me with 
hesitation and fear. 

■ 

* You know, Sarah, that you are to me 
as a child of my own might have been,' 
said the old man tenderly, having now con- 

' trolled his passion, * and you know that I 
will help you if man can do so/ 

* I know it, good, kind friend !' 

With an impulsive movement she 
snatched his hand and pressed it to her 
lips. 

* I must go to my room. I will be with 
you in a moment,' she said quickly, not 
giving him time to recover from his as- 
tonishment; and she hurried from the 
apartment. 

In a few minutes she returned, carrying 
in her hand a small deed-box. She care- 
fully closed the door and bolted it. She 
placed the deed-box on the floor, and 
directed her companion to be seated by the 
table. He obeyed, watching her curiously. 
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She stood opposite to him at the comer 
of the table, pallid as, marble and as coldly 
calm. 

' What if yonr mother calls T he said, 
glancing at the bolted door. 

' If Mistress Bnmett wants anything the 
servants will attend to her." 

This indifference and coldness in a 
daughter who had hitherto been so affec- 
tionate and dntifnl was another subject of 
amaze to Hadden. 

^ Gome, come, Sarah ! I see you have 
had a little tiff with your mother ; but why 
this affectation of persisting in speaking of 
her as Mistress Burnett T 

* Why,' cried Sarah, in a choking voice — 
'why — because Mistress Burnett is not my 
mother.' 

* Impossible ! My dear child, do you 
know what you are saying? It is non- 
sense !' 

* Nonsensical and impossible as it may 
seem, it is the truth,' she retorted firmly. 

VOL. I. 3 
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* For twenty-one years, that is to say since 
the date of my birth, this woman has played 
the most marvellous, cunning, and trea- 
cherous part it is possible for a woman to 
play: all for the advantage of her own 
daughter — for she has a daughter — and to 
my detriment/ 

Mr. Hadden was silent, for in this 
strange declaration he saw the faint shadow 
of the murdered woman. 

* Ah, you may well say it is impossible,' 
she went on excitedly ; * for who could be- 
lieve that she could have been the infamous 
creature she is ? Who could have believed 
that from the moment when she first took 
me on her knee she has deceived me with 
hypocritical affection, kissed me with the 
kiss of Judas ? And I loved her ! — never 
wearied of doing a daughter's work for her, 
never complained of any sacrifice I had to 
make for her comfort ; whilst she was 
blinding me with her false love, robbing ine 
of my name and fortune to bestow them on 
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her own child. Oh, it was cruel — ^it was 
baseness beyond credence !' 

She had opened the deed-box, and with 
agitated fingers had drawn from it a number 
of letters. One of these she unfolded and 
gave to him. He rose to his feet hastily, 
adjusting his glasses, and stooping over the 
epistle. 

She, with hands clasped and pressed on 
the table, bent forward with a strange, eager 
look whilst he read. 

The letters had iall a yellowish tinge, as 
if with age ; the one in Mr. Hadden's hand 
had less of this hue than the others. The 
penmanship was of a bold running, charac- 
ter, and this was what it contained : \ , 

' Glasgow, 2nd October, 1851, 

'Jean Gorbal refuses to give up the 
letters. I can do nothing further. I try 
to forgive you. Farewell/ 

And then came the bare initials, ^ B. C.,' 
and there was nothing more • 

3—2 



CHAPTEE IV- 
AN ASTOUNDING REVELATION, 

Mb. Hadden perused the singular letter 
several times^ uttering at each perusal a 
short, quick * Ah !' of amaze and curiosity. 
Then he deliberately refolded the letter, and 
returned it to Sarah. Without a word he 
reseated himself, crossed his hands on the 
handle of his umbreUa, leaned his chin on 
them, and gazed inquiringly at the dark 
young face opposite, which had been watch- 
ing him with so much intentness. 

Sarah had not moved from her position^ 
Pallid, cold, and with rigid features, she had 
remained until the moment he returned the 
paper. She took it and placed it on the 
table under her hand, and at that moment 
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her big dark eyes flashed upon his face 
with nnusual brilliance ; then the long, 
black lashes drooped over the eyes, and she 
waited for him to speak. 

' This is a grave affair/ he said presently 
— * a very grave affair, Sarah ; and it is not 
clear to me yet what it all means. A 
woman, to be what you represent your 
mother — I mean Mrs, Burnett — to be, must 
have possessed a degree of boldness and 
callousness rarely found in one of her 
sex. She must have had assistance; 
her husband must have been in the plot, 
and ' 

' Her husband !' interrupted Sarah, with a 
movement of impatience. ^ Ah, there is the 
sting ! in these two words rests the whole 
secret of my wrong and her infamy.' 

In all this Hadden began to realize some- 
thing of the theory he had formed regard- 
ing the motive for the destruction of the 
woman Gorbal, and he was impatient to 
have the whole matter before him, that he 
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might be able to see how near he had ap- 
proached the truth* 

^ Let us keep to the point, Sarah. Ton 
desire my advice ; then first let me mider- 
stand clearly the position, the circumstances 
under which my counsel may be service- 
able. Of this strange declaration you have 
made — a declaration which, I confess, at 
first seems to me bewildering — what proof 
have you ? How and when did you find 

it r 

Sarah had bent down on one knee on the 
floor beside the deed-box, and was metho- 
dically arranging a number of the letters in 
her hand. 

> It is now fifteen days since the matter 
came to my knowledge by accident; the 
same accident placed me in possession of such 
proofs as I hold of the truth of what I have 
said to you. Of moral proof I have enough ; 
but of actual proof I have not enough; 
Yet one word from Jean Gorbal would 
have placed my case beyond doubt, and 
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nhe would have spoken it if she had only 
Uved. But she has been murdered, and 
my proof falls to the ground, for she can- 
not speak the word that would have saved 
me/ > 

* Would she have spoken it ?' 

* Yes, gladly, for she was fond of me. 
She loved me, and bitterly repented the 
wrong she had done me.' 

* Umph ! Now explain the nature of the 
wrong/ 

^ The explanation is contained in these 
letters ; but, to save time, I will tell you as 
connectedly and briefly as I can, and you 
may examine the letters in their order as I 
proceed. The one I have given you is the 
last, but it is one of the most important, as 
you will see/ 

* Proceed/ 

' It id a story that I blush to be compelled 
to speak of. I could not tell it were you 
not so old a friend, and my need for help so 
great/ 
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^ Good lass, no shame can attach to you 
for a deed to which you had no power to 
offer resistance/ 

^ Thanks; would that I could feel so ! As 
I have told you, I made this discovery by 
accident. Fifteen days ago, I had occasion 
to be searching for an old book which had 
gone amissing. My good or ill fortune 
caused me to open a trunk which had been 
lying in the garret untouched for years. 
One of the keys amongst my set fitted the 
lock, and I opened it. There was nothing 
inside save a quantity of old newspapers, 
which were padded round the sides of this 
deed-box. I saw at once that the thing I 
sought could not be there ; yet the fiend of 
curiosity had seized me ; the key was in the 
deed-box, and I opened it. These letters lay 
before me. I cannot tell you how strangely 
I felt as I gazed at them ; but I can under- 
stand now that it was an instinctive pre- 
sentiment of evil which warned me to stay 
my hand — to search no farther. But I was 
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impelled by some stronger power to search 9 
and learn what those letters were about. I 
searched ' 

* And you were pmushed.' 

' Most cruelly. I took up the first packet, 
which was tied with this bit of blue silk 
ribbon, and I suspected at once that they 
were old love-letters. I opened one, and 
looked at the writing. Some instinct again 
warned me not to read ; but curiosity im- 
pelled me, and I read. The first few lines 
were sufficient to show me that they were 
written by my father. I was interested, 
and anxious to learn something of one who 
was so near to me, and whom I had never 
known. Then ' 

She stopped, closed her lips tightly, and 
set her teeth ; a momentary spasm moved 
her features, and they were placid again. 
The letters rustled in her hands as she pro- 
ceeded to untie the packets. 

' Then ' — she went on more composedly, 
but in a low tone that quivered now and 
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again with the emotion she controlled only 
by the most violent effort of self-command 
— ' then the first letter quickened me to the 
perception that there had been evil work 
done, and I read on without pause to the 
end of the last. This was what I learned : 
Mr. Eobert Cargill 

* What I of Mavisbank House V 

* Yes, he — the millionnaire, the cotton 
lord, the man who stands as one of the chiefs 
of our city's commerce — ^he is my father, and 
he planned and effected the scheme by which 
I have been robbed and made a creature of 
shame/ 

* Umph ! another item in support of my 
theory,' muttered Hadden. 

Sarah either did not heed or did not 
hear. 

* One minute, and I will be able to lay 
bare the secret,' she said, with a suffocating 
accent. ' It is not easy for me to speak of 
this, even when I have resolved to do so, 
and when I know that it must be done.' 
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She bowed her head, and her form moved 
as if she were sobbing, although she uttered 
no sound. When she looked up, the face 
seemed to have become paler and harder than 
before. 

' The letter I have marked with the figure 
1/ she began at length, ^ is the earliest of 
the series, and forms the key-note to all that 
follows. You can examine the letters in 
their order as I hand them to you. This is 
the story : 

^ Eobert Gargill, the only son of the head 
of the great firm of Gargill and Co., the 
manufacturers, had formed an attachment 
to '.Sarah Burnett, who was at that time 
governess in a family near Edinburgh. 
She was an orphan, handsome and am- 
bitious. 

' The family in which she had found ^ an 
indulgent home was that of Mr. Douglas, of 
Bourtrie Hall. The family consisted of 
Mr. Douglas and his daughter Katherine, to 
whom Sarah Burnett was a kind of com- 
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panion as well as governess. Mr. Douglas's 
wife being dead, and his own health being 
delicate, he was eager to see his daughter 
settled in life by marriage with some worthy 
gentleman. As she had a dowry of a hun- 
dred thousand pounds, there were suitors in 
plenty for his daughter's hand. 

' Amongst these suitors was Mr. Eobert 
GargilL But it appears that this gentle- 
man was a suitor against his will, for he had 
already formed a passionate affection for 
the governess. This, however, he concealed 
fi'om his father, and from Mr. Douglas ; and 
whilst falsely playing the lover to Katherine, 
he was in reality courting the governess.' 

* What date was that ?' asked Mr. Had- 
den. 

* According to this letter, it was in 1842.. 
' At length a marriage was arranged, and 

Mr. Douglas agreed to pay down, in full, his 
daughter's dowry on the day of the cere- 
mony. Six days before the marriage took 
place Sarah Burnett quitted Bourtrie Hall, 
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without having given any previous intima- 
tion of her intention to do so, and without 
leaving any hint of her destination. 

^ The marriage took place as arranged, 
the hundred thousand pounds were handed 
to the bridegroom, and the great firm of 
Cargill and Co. was saved from bank- 
ruptcy/ 

* Eh, what ?' exclaimed Mr. Hadden 
quickly. 

^ You can see the position : Mr. Cargill, 
senior, with the reputation and credit of a 
millionnaire, was in fact a bankrupt, and to 
save their firm from disgrace, and them- 
selves from beggary, the son agreed to 
marry the innocent and unsuspicious lady 
he had deceived into the belief that he loved 
her, in order that he might obtain possession 
of her fortune. 

* The letter which I have here, marked 
No. 2, carries the miserable scheme a step 
farther. Eight days after his marriage, 
Robert Cargill left his young wife in Mavis- 
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bank Honse, and went to Liverpool — on 
business^ he stated. There he met Sarah 
Bamett,. as had been previously arranged. 
They went through some mockery of a 
ceremony ; and in all these letters, except 
the last, he calls Sarah his wife. He in- 
veighs against his father for having forced 
him into a marriage, to suit the convenience 
of his businessi with a creature he had 
grown to detest, and whom he could never 
look at without a wicked desire for her 
death/ 

Sarah paused here, and covered her face 
with her handkerchief. 

* My poor mother !! she sobbed, and her 
tone was full of bitterness. 

Mr. Hadden breathed quickly and fidgeted 
uncomfortably in his chair, repeatedly 
raising his glasses to his nose and dropping 
them again. The affair was beginning to 
take form, and it was a form that astounded 
even him. 

Sarah resumed with forced calmness : 
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' I need not waste time or trouble you at 
present by referring to the endless mean- 
nesses and falsehoods to which this man 
stooped to blind the unhappy wife whose 
fortune saved his house from ruin — whose 
trust apd devotion he requited by indiffer- 
ence and an act of villainy so bad that, 
holding the proofs in. my hand, I could not 
believe at first that such things could be. I 
need not trouble you with the details of all 
this ; you can guess what they must have 
been when you understand how little he 
valued his good simple wife, and how much 
he was prepared to sacrifice for the sake of 
the scheming woman who now passed as 
Mistress Burnett/ 

A warm flush of indignation lit her pale 
face like the reflection of fire, and subsided. 

Mr. Hadden muttered *Umph!' and she 
proceeded : 

* The letter I have marked No. 4-^—1 
have given you No. 3 ?' 

* Yes, it is here.' 
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^ No. 4, then^ saggests the plot which 
was afterwards carried out. The woman 
Bomett appears to have had a little con- 
science, a little memory of the kindness she 
had experienced at the hands of Katherine 
Cargill when they were together at Bourtrie 
Hall — or she dreaded the possible conse- 
quences of the crime. At any rate, she 
appears to have objected to the propo- 
sition-feebly and cunningly, no doubt, with 
some view to relieve herself of any responsi- 
bility in the matter — for letter 5 is occu- 
pied with arguments persuading her to 
compliance.' 

* But the nature of the plot — what was it T 
inquired Mr. Hadden, eager to have the 
theory his busy brain had already formed 
confirmed or disproved. 

Sarah faltered with a momentcuy shyness 
as she responded : 

^ It was in the spring of 1844 that Mrs. 
Cargill and Sarah Burnett were about to 
become mothers.' 
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* Ah — ^that is it/ 

* This letter, No. 6, gives the whole 
arrangement of the scheme. Ton must 
read it/ 

The good man took the faded piece of 
paper she handed to him, adjusted his 
glasses, disposed hipaself so that the light 
might fall on the writing, and read thus : 

* Morley's Hotel, London, 
'2m March, 1844. 

* My own Sarah, 

* We have arrived here so far safe 
and well. E. C, as I expected, complained 
peevishly of my stubbornness in persisting 
on this journey at the present time. She 
has been in her room all day, fretting over 
it. Let her stay there : I hate her whining 
ways. 

* Your letter reached me, and you cannot 
know how much pleasure, how much de- 
Ught, your consent has given me. You 
cannot know what joy I feel in the thought 
that your child — ** our " child — ^wiU possess 
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the position and advantages which my love 
for you makes me eager to bestow. Ay, 
that love makes me ready to dare any riskj 
to brave any venture, for the sake of our 
child's future. 

' Now attend to these instructions care- 
fully, for upon your exact fulfilment of them 
depends everything. Any forgetfulness or 
slip on your part will destroy the result of 
all that I have arranged with so much diffi- 
culty and anxiety. 

* First, then, you must start for London 
the moment you receive this. A cab will 
be waiting for you on your arrival, and in 
the cab will be the nurse — a woman named 
Gorbal. She is the wife of a sailor, who 
comes from Greenock. She is a discreet 
woman, and so devoted to my interests that 
she will do anything for me. She is quite 
safe, because, setting aside whatever grati- 
tude she may entertain toward me for 
having rescued her from the workhouse, she 
knows that she. is wholly dependent on me. 
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' Say nothing, however, to her, for I have 
led her to believe that yon are ignorant of 
what is to happen. She will bring yon here 
to Morley's Hotel, where I have cansed 
<5hambers to be reserved for you. I will 
take care that, when the proper moment 
arrives, K. G/s nurse shall be out of the way. 
Then the woman Gorbal and Dr. Largie, 
who is an old friend of mme, willing to serve 
me, will contrive in the confusion to ex- 
change the children. 

* I know that your kind heart will be as 
careful of the child entrusted to you as if it 
were your own. I know this, or I should 
never risk so much to place the child of the 
woman I love in the position of heir to a 
millionnaire. I will take care that the other 
child wants for nothing. 

^ Be discreet and bold, and the result 
will justify all this trouble. — ^Ever your 
own, 

* Robert Cargill.' 

4—2 
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Mr. Hadden pressed his forefinger on his 
temple and leaned forward, staring at the 
floor, trying to bring the ends of this strange 
story to meet the theory he had formed rela- 
tive to the death of the woman Jean GorbaL 
The antecedents of that unfortunate creature 
were, at any rate, clear. The chief point 
that remained to be settled now was whether 
or not the proposed exchange had been 
effected. 

He put the question, and Sarah answered 
by presenting to him a letter numbered 7, 
in which Kobert CargiU, five years after the 
date of letter 6, angrily upbraided Mrs. 
Burnett with having been false to him, and 
bitterly complaining that, after all he had 
done and risked for her sake, she had proved 
unworthy of his love. He agreed to make 
her an allowance of two hundred and fifty 
pounds a year, but he would never see her 
again. 

l^hen came the last letter, dated 2nd 
October, 1851, which Mr. Hadden had read 
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first, and which plainly indicated that there 
had been some trouble with Jean Gorbal, 
and that an e£fbrt had been made to obtain 
from her whatever indiscreet letters might 
have been written by Mr. Cargill or Mrs. 
Burnett* But the attempt had failed, and 
the woman kept her hold firm upon the 
guilty merchant prince and his unhappy and 
now discarded accomplice. 

'That closes the correspondence/ said 
Sarah huskily. 

* You understand that K. C. stands for 
Katherine Cargill, who died in 1852, hold- 
ing in her hand that of the girl she sup- 
posed to be her own daughter — the hand of 
the girl who has usurped my place and 
robbed me of my name and fortune, and my 
mother's love." 

' It was singular that the fates should 
have aided the conspiracy, as it would 
seem, by presenting children of the same 
^ex,' muttered the detective abstractedly. 

'Yes,' commented Sarah drily, as she 
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began to gather up the letters, and method!* 
cally proceeded to re-arrange them. 

* You have nothing more than what you 
have shown me ?' 

* No ; but the proof morally is, I think, 
complete/ 

* Ay, but the proof positive is deficient.' 
Sarah turned upon him a, quick searching 

glance. 

^ Suppose that there can be no further 
proof than this I have shown you, tell me 
what is your opinion of the case T 

* To me,' answered the good man slowly, 
*you are no more the daughter of Mrs. 
Burnett than I am, but others may not 
think so.' 

* You are right, Mr. Hadden, and I re- 
cognised the difficulty at once. I went to 
Jean Gorbal. She had nursed me — she 
loved me. She had been tormented night 
and day by the memory of the crime she 
had committed. Her conscience was tor- 
tured every time she looked at me, the 
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child she had betrayed. She confessed all 
the moment she saw that I suspected the 
truth. The scheme of Mr. Gargill, so cun- 
ningly conceived, had been as cunningly 
carried into e£fect, and to the day of her 
death my poor mother had never once sus- 
pected the trick that had been put upon her. 
The fortunate circumstance of the children 
being of the same sex removed the only 
serious difficulty which the conspirators 
were powerless to control, and the exchange 
took place exactly as arranged.' 
' It is monstrous !' 

* Jean Gorbal freely promised to give her 
testimony in my favour whenever I should 
stand forth to claim my rights.' 

* And she is dead, carrying your proof 
with her to the grave,' muttered the old 
man regretfully. 

* Perhaps ; but I have one hope still left 
— ^the letters written by my father, which 
she possessed. . She had preserved them to 
the last. She showed them to me, and 
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they confirmed simply all that I had learned 
from the letters I hold in my hand* She 
would have given them to me on the spot, 
but I was confused and stupefied by the 
discovery I had made, I thought that, 
since she had kept them so long safely, she 
had better keep them still, until I had re- 
solved upon the course I should adopt. The 
letters were most explicit, and their pro- 
duction would be decisive. I had them in 
my hands. I read them, and I hope that 
they will be found yet among poor Jean's 
things.' 

* There is no hope of that,' mentally 
observed the detective. The ashes of those 
letters had been found in the grate of the 
front room in Jean's cottage, and it was 
beyond a doubt that the murder had been 
committed in order to obtain and destroy 
them. 

But by whom — ^by whom ? That ques- 
tion remained unsettled yet. 

* It would seem, then,' he said thought- 
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fully, * that Mr. CargiD did not keep the 
promise he had made of providing for you 
comfortahly T 

^ He did not provide for me at all, except 
by making the allowance to Mrs. Burnett/ 

* What 1 "Why, that is the most infamous 
part of it all, and the basest.' 

* Don't blame my father !' she cried 
quickly, interrupting him, and raising her 
hand. ^ I am able to comprehend something 
of his character from what I have heard 
about him, and what I have read of him. 
He was proud and stubborn : he fancied 
that he had been deceived by Mrs. Burnett, 
for whom he seems to have felt the warmest 
attachment up to the last. He was en- 
raged with her, and in his rage overlooked 
me.' 

' Umph ! I should call that selfish and 
unpardonable neglect. However, that note 
dated October, 1851, is the most important 
you have got, so far as your identification 
as his legitimate child is concerned; for 
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why should he be so anxious to obtain the 
letters from Jean Gorbal, if he did not fear 
the revelation of the crime he had com- 
mitted r 

* That is how I have regarded it/ 

* Have you made known your discovery 
to Mrs. Burnett ? and what did she say ?' 

* Yes, I told her everything. "What did 
she say? What could she say, or what 

. was a woman of her peevish and selfish 
disposition likely to say? She went into 
.hysterics, accused me of ingratitude and 
callousness, asserted that I had gone mad, 
and that the discovery I was making such a 
fuss about was untrue, and worth nothing 
in a court of law/ 

* Ah, but she did think of the law ; that 
confirms your belief in the importg-nce of 
the letters. But there is one thing more I 
want to know. During the fifteen years 
Mrs. Burnett has been living in Glasgow, 
has she never made any attempt to see Mr. 
Cargill r 
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^ Frequently she made the attempt. This 
packet, which I have not opened, contains 
letters of hers, which she wrote to him, 
praying for an interview, and trying to 
explain her conduct. He seems to be a 
man of inflexible mind, once he has deter- 
mined on a thing ; and he returned the 
letters to her without reading them.' 

The interview was interrupted by a knock 
at the door. 

* Who is there ?' said Sarah sharply. 

* If you please, miss, the mistress is call- 
ing for you awful, and vdll no be quiet till 
you come.' 

Sarah hesitated. 

* Go, my lass,' said Mr. Hadden gently. 
* You need not make the wound you must 
inflict deeper than is necessary.' 

Sarah quitted the room with a dark, re- 
lentless expression, as if she submitted to 
his counsel against her will. 

* Poor lass — poor lass !' he muttered to 
himself; * it is a miserable position for one 
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SO young and good to be placed in ; it is 
enough almost to upset every better feeling 
of her nature. She does not even suspect 
from what quarter the blow has come that 
breaks down her proofs and seems to render 
them useless. But I see^ and that blow 
which killed Jean Gorbal shall be the con- 
vincing proof of Sarah's rights. Yes, for 
that blow Robert Cargill, Esq., or — ugh I 
abominable thought ! — the girl who occupies 
Sarah's position as his daughter, is respon- 
sible. How ? Umph ! we shall see. I 
may take one of these letters for twenty- 
four hours, so as to compare the writing, 
and satisfy myself they are the incontestable 
productions of the millionnaire of Mavisbank 
House.' 



CHAPTER V. 

Sarah's diary. 

Mr. Hadden had scarcely closed the pocket- 
book in which he had placed the letter he 
had taken from the heap on the table before 
Saxah returned* 

Nothing in her expression a£forded the 
slightest indication of what had taken place 
between her and Mrs. Burnett. She was 
coldy calm, and firm. She was a woman 
evidently capable of ambitious thoughts, 
and strong enough in resolve to carry them 
to an issue, young as she was in years. 

* Well,' queried the old man briskly, 
* how is Mrs. Burnett ? Better, I hope ?' 

' She is worse. Her brain is greatly 
affected, and she is delirious. In her 
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ravings, she accuses me of every atrocity 
and cruelty it is in the power of man or 
woman to perpetrate.' 

*You will, at any rate, send for the 
doctor now ?' 

* I have just sent for him.' 

She seated herself at the table, and be- 
gan carefully to replace the letters in the 
deed-box, without observing the absence of 
the one her friend had borrowed, and 
apparently without any immediate intention 
of resuming the conversation ; or, it might 
be, as if she reserved further speech till he 
had pronounced an opinion. 

After watching her for several minutes, 
Mr. Hadden spoke reflectively : 

^ The more I think of this matter, Sarah, 
the more astounding it seems, and the 
greater difficulty I see in advising you how 
to proceed. Did not Mrs. Burnett make 
some effort to exculpate herself T 

* Of course, as I have told you, she tried 
to explain the correspondence as having no 
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reference to me. She — Oh, but why re- 
peat the feeble falsehoods by which a woman 
strove to cloak the sin which was defence- 
less, and to screen the shame that was so 
palpable V 

^ And she adheres to that denial ?' 

* Yes ' — and Sarah shrugged her 
shoulders slightly as she made the reply ; 
* and it is that which adds to my vexation 
with her, that she will persist in the lie, 
when she knows it is useless in the teeth of 
all this proof. My first thought was that 
she loved me ; that I would bum the letters, 
and hide my discovery in my own heart 
for ever. But now I know how base she 
is — how little she cares for me, provided 
her own child is free from disgrace ;, and I 
will not be a party to this great fraud.' 

' You are right, my child ; it would be 
wrong to permit the fraud to be perpetuated 
by your silence.' 

* I wish you knew enough of the law to 
guide me. I — I feel almost unable to ex- 
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plain this to Mr. Hewitt, and I fear that I 
must do it.' 

^ I confess, Sarah/ said Hadden, chuck- 
ling inwardly with the consciousness of how 
much more power he had than she suspected 
— * I confess that I am somewhat at a loss 
to help you, but I will do my best, and we 
must be guided to some extent by circum- 
stances* Mrs. Burnett has, doubtless, sent 
notice of your discovery to Mr. Gargill ?' 

*No doubt; but even if she has it will 
be of little service to her at present, for' 
Mr. Gargill is in London.' 

* How do you know that ?' 

* I wished to see my father, and I went 
to Mavisbank House.' 

' You did ?— when T 

* I told you that I was enraged by her 
persistence in the lie, and having determined 
to claim my rights, you do not suppose 
that I would remain quietly in the house, 
biting my nails ? I went to the house, 
and, as I considered the visit of importance, 
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I wrote down all that occurred in my diary. 
Here is the place ; you had better read it 

now/ 

The book had been lying on the table, as 
she had taken it out of the deed-box with 
the letters, and she now placed it open in 
Mr. Hadden's hand. 

This was the entry she referred to : 

'Tuesday^ 9th April. — ^At last, after a 
week of anguish such as I pray heaven I 
may never have to endure again, I was able 
to carry out my determination to visit 
Mavisbank House, Only last night I 
determined on this course, which has been 
tormenting my mind for the past week» It 
was so hard to decide — so hard to present 
myself at the great house of my father, with 
the probability of being turned from the 
door as an impostor — it was so hard to take 
this step, which finally separates me from 
the woman I have so long regarded as my 
mother. 

VOL. I. 5 
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' At length I have done it. I walked 
to Partick to-day, and by saying to the 
porter at the lodge of Mavisbank that I had 
important business at the house, I was per- 
mitted to pass up the avenue unquestioned. 
It is a grand house — a grand place — and 
the very atmosphere seems to tell that 
one is in the precincts of a millionnaire's 
mansion. My heart rose to my throat, and 
fluttered, and seemed to be choking me. I 
wanted to turn back,, and run from the 
place ; but I had a duty to my dear dead 
mother to perform, and I went on, casting 
the trembling fears of the coward from 
me. 

* I went up to the principal door and 
rang the bell. A footman opened it for me, 
and stared as if he thought me an imperti^ 
nent hussy for attempting to obtain ad- 
mission by that entrance ; for I saw that he 
took me .for a relation of one of the 
servants, or a milliner or dressmaker. The 
blood rushed to my face under the man's 
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stare, and I felt my pulse quicken with a 
sort of indignation. Never till that 
moment had I experienced such a wild 
longing for wealth and power, simply that 
I might be able to punish this fellow for 
his insolence to one he thought poor, and 
therefore weak. 

* It was a simple occurrence, and a 
common one ; but, on reflection, I am dis- 
posed to be grateful to the footman, for it 
was his rudeness that stirred my temper, 
and gave me strength and courage to carry 
out the object of my visit. I asked for Mr. 
Cargill. 

* ** Not at home,'* said the man ; and he 
seemed to be on the point of closing the 
door in my face. But I advanced a step 
into the hall, and prevented him. 

' '' Is Miss Cargill at home ?*' I asked. 

* *' Yes ; but she can't see you unless 
you've oome by appointment." 

* I advanced another step into the hall. 

' ** I have not come by appointment, but 

5-2 
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I have come in reference to a matter of the 
utmost importance to Mr. Cargill and his 
daughter. If you refuse to acquaint her 
that I am here, I will wait till your master 
returns." 

* ** Then you'll wait a few days/' said 
the fellow, grinning, '' for he's in London." 

* " There is all the more necessity why I 
should see your mistress. Eefuse to give 
her my message at your peril." 

* I suppose the man saw in my face and 
my way of speaking that I was in earnest, 
that my threat was not quite an empty one, 
and that I was not a beggar for myself or 
some charity. At any rate, he rang a 
bell, and told another footman who 
answered it to tell Miss Easton that ^^ a 
person wanted to see her mistress 
particular." 

^ Miss Caston — or Easton as I afterwards 
heard her called — is ** my lady's maid." 
She is a saucy sharp woman of about 
thirty years of age. She at first refused to 
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take my message, as she had never heard 
my name before, and knew that her mistress 
had no acquaintance with me. 

* By stubbornly insisting upon my object, 
I at length prevailed upon the woman to 
go to her mistress. She was all the more 
disinclined to oblige me because I would 
not give her the slightest information as to 
the nature of my important business. After 
waiting in the hall for about half an hour, 
Easton returned and said that the lady 
had condescended — ^condescended to me I — 
to see me ; and holding her head disdain- 
fully high, she conducted me up a magnifi- 
cent staircase, along a brpad splendid 
corridor, and into my lady's boudoir. All 
these petty annoyances had been heating 
my blood, and I entered the room full of 
rage and utterly relentless. 

* It was a splendid apartment, tastefully 
arranged, and luxuriant to a degree. Com- 
pared to it, the rooms of my home seemed 
poverty-stricken. This did not help to 
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soothe my temper, but rather added to ' the 
fire. I was, however, struck by the 
appearance of the occupant of this chamber, 
whom I had found so much difficulty in 
reaching, and was for a few minutes silent 
in her presence. 

' She is, of course, of my own age — 
twenty-one ; but she looks younger, for she 
has had none of the responsibilities to bear 
I have had. She is very fair, rather little, 
delicate and graceful in her figure. Her 
features are of that soft rounded kind one 
sees in pictures of blondes, singularly 
regular, smooth and clear in complexion. 
The hair is bright as a band of sun-rays, 
and the face is lit by two large pensive 
blue eyes. 

'Even to me — ^the woman whose place 
she has so long usurped — Katie Cargill, or, 
more properly, Katherine Burnett, is very 
beautiful. Her manner, too, is gentle, soft, 
and kind, forming a singular contrast to 
the arrogance of the servants around her. 
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* My heart yearns to her : I feel that if 
I had met her under any other circumstances 
I would have loved her — I would have 
become devoted to her as to a cherished 
sister. 

* Again the thought occurred to me, 
Why should I rise like an evil genius to 
disturb the clear current of this innocent 
girl's life ? Why should I rise to render 
my father's declining years miserable ? — for 
I felt that she must be very dear to him. 

* Then came the memory of my poor 
mother, so deceived, so wronged, whose 
trust and love had been so brutally abused, 
and my heart became stern and morose, 
and the duty I had to do became imperative. 

' I bowed, and said with as much calm- 
ness as possible : 

**'You do not know me. Miss Cargill; 
but that is of no importance, as I think you 
will see when I tell you that the purpose 
which brings me here affects your own and 
your father's honour closely." 
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* I suppose she did not believe me, or 
did not understand me, for she raised her 
softly-pencilled eyebrows slightly, ^ and 
smiled. She had never before heard a 
breath against the honour of her name, and 
I suppose the seriousness with which I 
suggested that such a thing was possible 
amused her. 

* '* Will you sit down ?" she said, in a 
kind gentle voice, which I was constrained 
to obey, although I had intended to remain 
standing. 

* " And now," she went on, " is this 
business very important, and will it . take a 
long time to tell me ?" 

* ** I am afraid, Miss Cargill, it will 
occupy you more than an hour." 

* A shade of disappointment crossed her 
brow. 

* " And must you tell it to me ? Could 
you not wait until papa comes home ?" 

^ *' I think the sooner you know the 
position in which my business places you 
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it will be the better for you and another 
person concerned/' 

* She looked at me with a quick pene- 
trating glance, which showed that, gentle 
as she seemed, she had a fiery spirit when 
occasion roused it. 

' ** You are very earnest," she said, " and 
if it will relieve you, why, I must miss my 
morning ride for once. Excuse me a 
minute." 

* She went to a pretty enamelled 
escritoire and wrote a brief note. Then 
she rang the bell, and Easton entered, 
honouring me with an impudent glance. 

* '* When Mr. Tavendale calls, give him 
this, Easton, if you please." 

* Easton took the note and quitted the 
room. 

* *' Now, I am completely at your service 
for the next hour," she said, seating herself 
in an easy-chair by the fire. 

* A little French poodle leaped into her 
lap, and she fondled it with the playfulness 
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of a child, conscious of no trouble or 
thought of the future. I could not help 
thinking, as I looked at her, how often the 
greatest misfortunes of one's life befaiJl us 
when we feel most secure, and are therefore 
least prepared to meet them. 

' " I am sorry, Miss Cargill,'' I said, re- 
solved not to waste time, but to proceed at 
once to the core of the revelation, '* that 
the business I have to speak about is of a 
most painful kind. Believe me, it is not 
you alone that will suflFer for the faults of 
others. T beseech you to try to be calm, 
and at least to make an effort to read^ 
these letters before you take any violent 
step," 

* '' Violent step !'* she exclaimed, laugh- 
ing; " why, one would think you were going 
to tell me of some awful tragedy. What 
can it be that makes you speak so solemnly 
and look so grave ?" 

' ' ' You will find it hard to believe what I 
have got to show you, but the upshot of it 
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all is that you are not the legitimate daugh- 
ter of Mr. CargilL" 

' She started, and a look of .surprise and 
indignation flashed across her face. 

' ** Bead these before you speak," I said, 
laying the principal letters on a small table 
beside her, and not giving her time to say a 
word. 

* She hesitated a moment, as if inclined 
to pitch the letters back to me, and have me 
turned from the house as an impudent im- 
postor ; but she altered her mind, took up 
one of the letters, and uttered a cry of 
amaze and fright, I thought, as she recog- 
nised her father's penmanship. She turned 
her head away for a moment, and then began 
to read. 

^ I handed the letters to her one by one 
in their order. Without a word, she read 
on, and I watched her narrowly all the time. 
I have never seen such a sight, and I hope 
I may never see such another. At the end 
of the second letter, her fair fresh face had 
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changed to a ghastly pallor ; at the end of 
the fourth, the pallor had deepened to that 
sallow hue which the face of a corpse 
assumes a little while after death. She had 
taken her handkerchief from her pocket, and 
occasionally she raised it, with a trembling 
hand, to her lips and brow, to wipe oflF the 
clammy moisture which gathered on them ; 
and her cheeks were white as the handker- 
chief. 

* Without a word, she read to the end ; 
without a word, she gave me back the last 
of the fatal letters. There was no ex- 
clamation, no sigh, no gesture, to relieve 
the agony she suflfered. The poodle fell 
from her lap, and she did not seem to know 
it. The stillness of her anguish was terrible, 
and at one moment I felt an impulse to throw 
the letters into the fire — clasp the beautiful 
girl in my arms, and cry to her — 

* " We are sisters : let us forget : let 
each remain in her place as before.'' 

^ But that enthusiastic impulse was 
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checked by the suggestion, If the letters are 
burnt, is it likely that she will afterwards 
recognise me as a sister ? No ; the letters 
must be preserved for my dead mother's 
sake. 

^ She remained in that silent stupefied state 
for half an hour, and then she slowly rose 
to her feet ; but she leaned heavily on the 
back of the chair. The girl had been 
transformed to a woman, aged in sad ex- 
perience. She spoke in a voice so low and 
trembling that I could scarcely hear her. 

* *' From all that I have read there," she 
said, ^^ I am led to the beUef that I am not 
the daughter of Mrs. Cargill ; but have you 
no other proofs than these — I mean proofs 
that could render my belief a certainty ?" 

' ''Dr. Largie can speak.'* 

' '' He died five years ago." 

' '* Then there is the nurse, Jean Gorbal, 
who lives in Port-Dundas ; her . testimony 
will suffice/' 

' She did not speak for a little while : 
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something in the name seemed to have 
suggested an important thought. At length 
her eyes brightened. 

* '* Yes, I remember/' she said ; '' I re- 
member Hearing the name, and it was in 
connection with a large sum of money my 
father had to pay unwillingly." 

* " That is another item in the proof," I 
said. 

* ** Yes. Do you know the lady who is, 
by this account, my father's legitimate 
daughter ?'' 

* '* Yes : you see her in me." 

* She took my hands aflfectionately, and 
kissed me. 

* *' Sister, in any case I am glad that I 
have found you ;" and she wept, resting her 
brow on my shoulder. 

* I could not speak. With what words 
could I attempt to console her ? She 
seemed to guesp my diflficulty, and by-and- 
by spoke herself. 

' " I want you to give me nine diys. 
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fiister, before you proceed any farther. On 
the ninth day my father — our father — will 
arrive from London, and then I will be pre- 
pared to act. Do not fear or douht ; I will 
guard your interests as faithfully as my 
own. You take me from a high position : 
perhaps you will separate me from — from 
the man I love, and whose wife I should 
have been in a little time, had not this hap- 
pened ; but, in return, you give me a 
mother to cherish and aid in her age ; and, 
above all, you enable me to help in the 
atonement for a great crime." 

' I promised to comply with her request, 
and left her.' 

That ended the statement of the diary, 
and after closing the book, Mr. Hadden laid 
it down with the impression that it ad- 
vanced one step nearer to the solution of 
the mystery. 

' And now,' he said, ' I suppose you await 
the return of Mr. Cargill from London T 
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* Yes ; to-morrow is the day. And to* 
morrow I mean to ask Mr. Hewitt to find 
out what papers the constables found in the 
house of Jean Gorbal.' 

* Very good, and to - morrow I shall 
be able to give you the result of my night's 
reflections. It would be useless for me 
to oflfer my advice just now: the aflfair 
demands careful and earnest thought. My 
poor child, you have much to suflfer yet.' 

' Ay, and it is hard to bear this, joined to 
petty annoyances about money.' 

* Money ! My dear Sarah, why have you 
not told me that before ? Here, I will lend 
you a small sum, for which I shall exact 
a heavy interest — say a hundred per cent. 
Now don't say a word, unless you want to 
vex me ; but put it in your pocket, and be 
a good girl. Good-night.' 

Whilst he had been speaking he had 
dived into the pocket of his coat, produced 
a cheque-book, and written an order for fifby 
pounds. Then, dreading to hear any ex* 
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pressions of gratitude, he hurried out of the 
house. 

Sarah stood with the cheque in her hand 
till she heard the outer door close behind 
him. Then she slowly folded up the valu- 
able bit of paper, and proceeded to lock up 
diary and letters in the deed-box, which 
Bhe carried upstairs to her bedroom. 
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CHAPTER VI- 

KATIE CARGILL's SECRET. 

Early on the following morning (the 18th) 
Mr. Lyon rode leisurely out to Mavisbank. 
It had been his custom to take this ride 
very frequently of late ; and he always 
went away with head bent and brow con- 
tracted in thought, and generally returned 
with face brightened and head erect, as if 
the exercise agreed with him amazingly. 

His groom, however, who occasionally 
accompanied him on these journeys, attri- 
buted his master's healthful appearance on 
his return rather to the sunshine of Miss 
CargilFs beauty than to the eflfects of the 
exercise. 
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That there was some truth in the groom's 
theory was apparent, from the fact that on 
the mornings when Mr. Lyon failed to meet 
the lady, or failed to see her at the house, 
he returned without the bright look. In 
that condition he had returned for the last 
eight mornings, and his servants, who of 
course knew as much of his wooing as he 
did himself, nodded their heads and agreed 
that the master had not seen his lady. So 
far they were right, Mr. Lyon had not 
encountered Miss Cargill for the past eight 
mornings ; and at the house he had been 
informed that she was slightly indisposed, 
and could not receive anybody. 

Consequently on this the ninth morning 
lie started with a graver face than usual. 
He passed by Partick Church, and on ap- 
proaching the entrance of Mavisbank, his 
eight disappointments were forgotten in the 
delight of seeing Miss Cargill riding slowly 
along, followed at a distance by her 

groom. 

6—2 
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He joined her immediately, and together 
they rode toward Kilpatrick, he eagerly 
scanning her face to note to what extent 
she had suffered from the indisposition 
which had been the explanation he had 
received of her inability to see him, and 
congratulating her earnestly on her re- 
covery. 

The pallor of the beautiful girl's face 
indicated that she had suffered much more 
from the indisposition of the past eight 
days than Mr, Lyou had expected. He 
had understood, from the answers he had 
received at the house to his daily inquiry, 
that she had been attacked by some slight 
cold or other trifling ailment which was in 
no respect of a serious character. He saw 
now that her illness had not only been 
serious, but had been even dangerous ; at 
any rate, he leapt to that conclusion, and 
he was troubled proportionately by his own 
imaginings of what the delicate creature 
must have endured. He was perplexed, 
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too, by the odd way in which she evaded 
every question as to the nature of her 
ailment . 

She laughed gently at his grave looks 
and earnest questions, assured him that she 
had suffered nothing save a slight head- 
ache — ^that, in short, her illness was not 
worth speaking about. 

But even whilst she was saying this, and 
whilst the smile was stiU lingering about 
her lips^ a shade passed over her brow, and 
darkened her eyes. It seemed as if the 
matter were of the gravest import, and she 
desired to conceal the fact that it was so. 
When he suggested this, she laughed, but 
the laugh was not the clear musical sound 
he delighted to hear : it was sharp and 
hysterical to some extent. 

Apparently conscious of this herself, she 
touched her horse with her dainty gold- 
mounted whip, and attempted to conceal 
her agitation by setting off at a canter. 
Mr. Lyon accommodated the pace of his 



86 A HARD KNOT. 

horse to that of the lady's, and they tnmed 
in the direction of the house. 

Mr. Lyon did not attempt to speak again 
until Miss Cargill slackened rein. The 
exercise had flushed her, and, as she turned 
her face to him, smiling, she looked more 
like the Katie of a fortnight ago than she 
had done during the last half-hour. His 
perception of this only served to suggest to 
him that her indisposition had been, and 
was, mental, not bodily. A twinge of pain 
shot through him as he thought of the 
probable cause — love; for, in his condi- 
tion, he could associate her with nothing 
but the tender passion, and innumerable 
rivals to himself. 

* Do you know papa is to be home this 
evening ?' she said carelessly. 

^ I am glad of that, for I am anxious to 
speak to him on a subject of some interest 
to you and to myself — or rather, I should 
say, to renew the subject of a conversation 
I once had with Mr. Cargill.' 
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He was getting a little confused, and he 
gripped the reins so tightly that there was 
a chance of the horse going backward 
instead of forward. 

Katie regarded him with a quick, scared 
look, as if she dreaded that he had dis- 
covered some secret. 

* Of interest to me ?' she said hesitat- 
ingly. 

' Yes, of much interest to you, and * 

But are you ill, Miss Cargill ?' 

* No, not at all — do not mind me. I am 
a little weak — that is all. We will turn 
into the park, if you please.* 

She made the proposition with so much 
abruptness, that Mr. Lyon, in his surprise, 
forgot his own confusion. He had expected 
her to ride on to the lodge, and her sudden 
preference to enter by the small side gate 
of the park struck him, as if she were afraid 
of any stray passenger catching anything of 
their conversation. 

At a motion of her whip, the groom rode 
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up, and opened the gate. Mr. Lyon and 
the lady passed through, and the groom 
respectfully fell behmd agam. 

The stately oaks, elms, and beeches shook 
theur branches to the sharp breath of the 
wind; the birds sustained a merry concert; 
and, with the lowing of cattle, and the 
voice of iBt distant labourer occasionally 
shouting to a comrade — ^these were the only 
sounds which broke the pastoral quietude 
of the place. Everywhere the lordly 
demesne proclaimed the power and wealth 
of its master. The carefully trimmed 
hedges and borders ; the fat lazy kine and 
the sleek horses grazing in the paddock; 
the very grass, in the richness of its verdure 
—everything seemed to bear on its front 
the golden stamp of the millionnaire pro- 
prietor. 

And yet here was the future mistress of 
all — young, beautiful, apparently having 
every means of happiness at her beck- 
pallid' and afirighted at the suspicion of the 
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discovery of the great sin which was 
oppressing her young life. 

Mr. Lyon did not observe this with 
sufficient minuteness to form any opinion 
regarding it, further than that something 
unusual had occurred to annoy her. He 
did not rest for more than a second even 
upon that, for he was busy trying to arrange 
the best way of expressing a declaration 
and question which had often been on the 
point of his tongue before, and as often 
postponed. He was determined that there 
should be no more delay, and he was unex- 
pectedly helped toward his purpose. 

*You were saying,' she observed pre- 
sently, with an assumption of indifference 
which was too transparent to hide the real 
importance she attached to the answer — 
*you were saying that you intended to 
speak to papa Qibout something of in- 
terest to me as well as yourself, Mr. 
Lyon Y 

*Yes, it concerns you nearly, and — in- 
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deed, it rests with you whether or not I 
shall speak of it again/ 

^ With me?' 

*With you; for, in fact — ^that is, in 
brief ' 

He paused, and looked at her with a half- 
sad smile at his own awkwardness. 

* I am afraid,' he said, in a low earnest 
tone, ^ that I would make a bad advocate, 
however poor a judge I may be. But I 
have had no experience in — in these sort of 
things. I express myself badly; suppose 
I try to speak not for myself, but another — 
say a friend of mine. Well, this friend. 
Miss Cargill, has known you for several 
years, and is regarded by your father as, in 
some respects, an intimate friend. He has 
observed you closely, endeavoured to read 
your mind, and to understand your heart/ 

He made another pause, as if half expect- 
ing her to speak ; but she remained silent, 
her lips closed, and her eyes widened 
slightly in surprise. 
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*In one word— Katie/ he said, with a 
tender earnestness which raised him beyond 
the hesitation of the lover in a first con- 
fession of his passion, ^ I believe that I 
could make you happy, as I Tcruyu) that you 
would make me happy, if you would be- 
come my wife/ 

* Your wife, Mr. Lyon !' 

She seemed for an instant relieved from 
the burden of her fright, but presently her 
head was bowed forward on her breast, and 
he, bending to observe her anxiously, saw 
that tears were forcing their way from her 
eyes down her cheeks. 

* My dear Miss Cargill, have I said any- 
thing to oflfend you or pain you ?' he ex- 
claimed, in a startled voice. * I am so 
awkward. Heaven knows my love is too 
sincere ever to have been uttered, if I had 
guessed that its utterance would have pained 
you/ 

*0h, I am miserable, miserable 1' the 
poor girl sobbed, and the tears, no 
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longer restrained, glistened down her pale 
cheeks. 

* And I have made you so !' 

He uttered the words chokingly, for this 
was even a worse reception of his honest 
avowal than he had, in the moments of 
greatest timidity, anticipated. It was a 
bitter lesson to read, that the woman he 
loved was distressed by the mere mention of 
his attachment. 

* No, no, Mr. Lyon ; it is not you who 
have made me so. Ah I do not misunder- 
stand me — ^you who have been so good and 
true a friend to me— you who have obtained 
from me the confidence and affection of a 
sister ; it is not you who have brought this 
sorrow to me !' 

* Sorrow to you I — what sorrow ?' 

^ I cannot explain it now ; I cannot tell 
you any more than that its cause has made 
me fear to-day that it may tear from me 
your esteem and respect.' 

* In heaven's name what can you mean ? 
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You are trembling ; you are pale as death, 
I beseech you, set my mind at rest, and tell 
me what afflicts you !' 
A shuddei* seemed to pass over her frame. 

* I dare not yet, for another's sake.' 

He echoed the words mentally, never 
dreaming what a terrible import they were 
to assume, and regarded her with astonish- 
ment the while. At length — 

* I will not press you on this subject, 
since it distresses you ; but, at least, you 
will satisfy me in regard to another matter. 
Your father approves of my offer ; may I 
speak to him again ?' 

' It is useless,' she faltered, turning away 
her head. 

* You mean at present,' he added eagerly ; 
* but at some future time ' 

* No,' she interrupted sadly ; * what you 
desire can never be. All the respect, all 
the love a sister could give, I have already 
given to you, Mr. Lyon. I can never give 
you any more.' 
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* Never !' he repeated wistfully. 

* You will understand me better when I 
tell you frankly that I have entrusted my 
future already to another's care.' 

The answer pierced his heart keenly, 
and . he could only mutt er the word 
' another.' 

' Yes, one to whom I am bound by 
bonds that can never be broken.' 

* You mean ' 

* Alick Tavendale.' 

* Him ! — your cousin ? Surely not. 
Your father will never approve of such a 
choice.' 

* He cannot hinder me ; or, if he will, 
then I can never be the wife of any other. 
I have been frank with you, and surely that 
will prove how much I esteem you. I only 
wish that I had been able to show you this 
sooner, that I might have spared you what 
I know you must be sufltering now on my 
account.' 

He had lost the little colour his face 
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nsnally possessed; his lips trembled, and 
his eyes were fixed straight before him, as if 
he were trying to ' see something at a dis- 
tance. Her head was still bowed, and 
thongh she had removed the traces of her 
tears, she still wore an expression of deep 
grief, almost as if she would have answered 
him differently had she not been restrained 
by some influence that was stronger than 
her own wishes. 

By-and-by he started from his painful 
reverie, and, bending toward her, laid his 
hapd gently on hers. 

* I thank you, Katie, for many happy 
hours, many bright dreams, which have 
made my life happier,' he said gently ; * I 
have wakened at length to the knowledge 
that it was a dream. No matter, I am 
content, and the memory of that dream will 
always be dear to me, although I will not 
disturb you again by referring to it.' 

' You know what it is to love, Mr. Lyon?' 
she said simply. 
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*I do indeed; and, believing that you 
too know the trust, the depth and con- 
stancy of love, I feel my own is hopeless. 
Henceforth I am your friend— your brother 
in every act and word — ^no more, whatever I 
may be at heart.' 

* You will forget, I hope,' she saidfalter- 

ingly. 

* Forget ! — impossible. You are a thou- 
sand times dearer to me even now, when 
I am hopeless, than you can ever be 
to ' 

He stopped ; for he was unable to pro- 
nounce the name of Tavendale. He added 
huskily : 

* And you will always be dear to me. I 
will say nothing of what has passed between 
us to Mr. Cargill.' 

' Thanks, thanks !' 

* I will come here as rarely as possible 
without giving cause for gossiping tongues 
to hint that there has been a rupture. 
And whatever happens, Katie, trust me, you 
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will find in me one who will gladly give his 
life to serve you. For the rest, I have 
conrage, Eatie, and I can endure.' 

She pressed his hand gratefully as he 
withdrew it. 

' Your friendship may have a severer test 
than you can anticipate. But for the pre- 
sent, try to forgive me what harm I may 
have done you without intention.' 

* I do sincerely. I will not go farther 
with you now ; if you will pardon me, I 
will turn down the avenue and make for the 
town. I feel that I need to be alone for a 
little while, and I can only find solitude and 
solace in my study. Good-bye ; when we 
meet again I will be calmer. Good-bye.' 

They had entered the avenue as he spoke, 
and he now turned his horse's head in the 
direction of the lodge ; whilst Katie con- 
tinued her way to the house. 
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CHAPTEE Vn. 

THE OBmiNAL DENOUNCED. 

Mr. Lyon had ridden half-way down the 
avenue at a smart trot, when he passed a 
gentleman who bowed to him, and whose 
salnte he returned in a somewhat distant 
manner. 

The gentleman was on foot, and was 
walking toward the house. His pace was 
leisurely, and his whole bearing suggested 
a careless, half-lazy, half-indiflferent disposi- 
tion. He was about twenty-eight or thirty 
years, with dark brown curly hair, tawny 
complexion, handsome features, and well- 
knit figure. His eyes were dark hazel. 
His attire was elegant, although not fop- 
pish, and he was smoking a cigar with an 
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amber mouthpiece. His visage and general 
bearing would have impressed one at first 
sight with the idea that his was one of 
those cool philosophic temperaments which 
nothing can disturb; but a second glance 
revealed that there was sterner stuff beneath 
this placid exterior. 

He smiled good-humouredly as Mr. Lyon 
Tode by ; the latter bit his lips and frowned 
as soon as he had passed. 

* I do not like Alick Tavendale,' he mut- 
tered, quickening his horse's pace; *and 
yet I know nothing evil of him. Heaven 
forgive me, but I feel as if I hated him, 
because I know she loves him.' 

He set his teeth almost fiercely, and as 
soon as he had passed the lodge -gates he 
started at a quick gallop along the road for 
the city, as if he were trying to run away 
from the unhappy thoughts and feelings 
which were tormenting him. 

* I was a fool,' he reflected as he rode> 
^ to think that she could ever have thought 

7—2 
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of me as a husband — I, who am about 
fifteen years older than herself ; but then I 
am only about four years older than Taven- 
dale. Ay, but there is the diflference ; he 
can play the gallant, and gratify the thou- 
sand petty little whims and fancies of a 
woman, whilst I, in my abstraction and 
blindness to the trivial accomplishments of 
life, seem cold, dull, and callous. But 
which of us would sacrifice most for her real 
happiness ? Which of us would be steadiest 
in the devotion which makes daily inter- 
course a delight ? Not him — not him.' 

With these bitter thoughts he had galloped 
nearly four miles, when he suddenly checked 
his horse, and with knitted brows repeated 
the words of Katie : * One to whom I am 
bound by bonds that can never be broken/ 

* Yes, she loves him deeply, and I do 
not believe he is worthy of her love. Do I 
say that because he is poor ? No ; but I 
feel that because he is not earnest. His 
life has no purpose, no aim; and he is 
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content to dawdle away his time in the 
counting-house of Mr. Cargill, not because 
he knows himself useful there, but because 
he obtains his salary without the necessity 
of doing much work for it. Bah! it is 
contemptible, and he is unworthy of her/ 

Another half-mile nearer to Woodland 
Koad, and again he muttered to himself — 
this time with a grave anxious curiosity : 

* What can her secret sorrow be that 
weighs so heavily upon her? Is it her 
fear that her father may discover her love 
and remove Tavendale ? It must be that, 
for there is nothing else that could agitate 
her so deeply. She has trusted me ; I will 
be faithful to her trust, and that, at least, 
will soothe the pain of her rejection.' 

When he reached his house he was in- 
formed that a gentleman had been waiting 
for him for the past hour. On entering 
the library he found John Hadden. 

*You are earlier than I expected, Mr, 
Hadden,' he said, after having greeted the 
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detective. * Have you made any fresh dis- 
covery ?' 

* I think I have made the discovery which 
brings me within arm's length of the 
criminal/ 

* Already ? Impossible !' 

Hadden rubbed his hands together with 
an air of the greatest satisfaction at the 
sight of the magistrate's astonishment. 

* Everything is possible, Mr. Lyon ; and 
I beg to repeat that I am within arm's 
length of the assassin.' 

^ Then I shall proclaim you the sharpest 
detective that ever has been or will be in 
the force/ said Mr. Lyon, smiling at the 
satisfaction of the good man. 

* That's not it — my sharpness has nothing 

m 

to do with it,' said Hadden quickly. * Provi- 
dence has done everything.' 

*You are modest, Mr. Hadden; but I 
am anxious to learn what you have dis- 
covered, and how you have succeeded so 
soon. Be seated.' 
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John Hadden drew a chair close to the 
table, pulled out his big pocket-book, and 
produced various memoranda. 

* If you will excuse me, Mr. Lyon, I 
would like to obtain your opinion before I 
mention any names ; so that, at first, I will 
tell you simply the circumstances which 
have satisfied me as to the motive of the 
crime and the perpetrator of it.' 

* Proceed in your own way.* 

Then the detective, referring only occa- 
sionally to his notes, with a marvellous 
precision and lucidity narrated all that he 
had learned from Sarah Burnett. He re- 
peated the contents of some of the letters 
firom memory, word for word with the 
original. 

^ On these letters,' he added, ' rests the 
first part of my proof, for it is in the ex- 
change of the children that we find the 
germ of tiie murder. One crime has begot 
the other.' 

'It is a strange story,' said Mr. Lyon 
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thoughtfully, * and I believe you are right. 
If these letters are genuine our course is 
clear.' 

* I've got one of them here, in order to 
prove the writing, in the first place.' 

* You have not done so yet ?' 

* No, but you can help me to do that.' 

' Most willingly. But now, whose hand 
do you think struck the blow? Surely 
not the young lady who finds herself about 
to be dragged from her high position ?' 

* Oh dear no ! The blow was not struck 
by her, nor by her father either, though one 
of them has been instrumental to the deed.' 

* But who was the actual perpetrator ?' 

* I told you at the first the murderer was 
a young man, elegant and cool. I said just 
now that I was within arm's reach of him. 
You shall know why.' 

* I attend.' 

* I slept little last night — ^indeed, I walked 
about till after two o'clock, and then went 
to bed. I was up again at five, and com- 
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menced my search. By half-past ten o'clock 
I had completed my inquiries, and this was 
the result : 

' The gentleman I have referred to as the 
miUionnau-e has a nephew, who is the son 
of the sister of the millionnaire. The sister 
made what one may call a bad match, and 
was estranged from her family in conse- 
quence. Her husband died, leaving her in 
poor circumstances, with her son to support 
as best she could. 

^ For the sake of her son she appealed 
to the millionnaire, her brother; and he, 
either softened by time or his sister's 
prayer, educated the boy, and when he 
had grown up placed him in his counting- 
house. Meanwhile the sister died, and 
the young man was left without any re- 
lation in the world, save his master and 
benefactor, and his master's daughter. 

* The young man, however, is disposed 
to be indolent : takes every advantage of 
his position in the counting-house as the 
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nephew of the proprietor, and does as little 
work as possible. He amuses himself by- 
lounging about on every occasion when 
he can escape from the office, and he is 
very partial to Havana cigars, which he 
smokes with an amber mouthpiece. 

' The impression amongst his comrades 
is that he believes that his uncle will pro- 
vide for him in his will ; and in the mean- 
while, to make sure of that, he has been 
secretly making love to his cousin. The 
lady happens to have a maid — a discreet 
woman who knows the value of a sove- 
reign, and from whom I obtained the main 
part of my information. Well, this maid, 
who of course is intimately acquainted 
with the affairs of her mistress — ^who, to 
some extent, makes her a confidante — this 
maid informs me that the young gentleman 
has prospered in his suit, and has obtained 
his cousin's promise to marry him, if the 
consent of her father can be had. 

'He has not yet sought that consent, 
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and the maid believes that he wants her 
mistress to marry him in secret, and ask 
her father's consent afterwards. She won't 
agree to that, and meanwhile they meet 
frequently in the gardens or the park. 

* Now comes my argument. The lady, 
having been made acquainted with her 
real position, is in distress. Her father 
being absent, she does not see which way 
to turn for support and counsel. What 
more natural than that she should confide 
the whole story to her lover, having im- 
pHcit trust in him ? She tells him, at 
any rate, and he sees the position of the 
lady cannot be affected without injuring 
him. But he sees at the same time that 
if the proofs possessed by Jean Gorbal 
could be destroyed, the rest might be 
explained or defied. 

^ Better than all that, he sees that if he 
could be the means of removing Jean 
Gorbal's proofs, he would at once change 
positions with his uncle, and he would 
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have the power to demand what at present 
he dare not ask. Jean Gorbal removed 
by him, he would become the husband of 
a beautifal wife and the heir to a million. 

' It took him five days to make np his 
mind to this course, and on the sixth day 
^-that was the 16th of the month — ^he 
acted. He murdered Jean Gorbal and 
burned the papers she had carefully kept, 
as the ashes I found in the grate proved/ 

Hadden's visage glowed with triumph 
as he finished, and he fixed his eyes on 
the magistrate to read the effect of his 
singularly conclusive argument. 

' The evidence you have collected points 
to the nephew as the probable assassin. 
But you have nothing yet sufficiently posi- 
tive to implicate him in the crime — ^nothing 
to prove that he was in Port-Dundas on 
the 15th — ^nothing, in short, directly to con- 
nect him with the deed.' 

' That we shall find.' 

' How r 
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^ Issue a warrant to search his lodgings and 
to arrest him, if necessary. In the lodgings 
you will find, perhaps, the weapon with 
which the blow was struck ; and, at any 
rate, the Fiscal can compel him to show 
where he was on the evening of the 15th 
from six or seven o'clock till midnight/ 

* We will get that done, certainly. And 
now you can tell me the names of the 
parties/ 

* Surely. The first, the lady who has 
unknowingly been the chief instrument in 
the unravelment of this dark business, is 
at present known as Miss Sarah Burnett, 
daughter of Mrs. Burnett, Hill Street. 
The name of the young lady who at 
presents usurps her place is Miss Eathe- 
rine Cargill.' 

* Good heaven ! It is impossible !' cried 
the magistrate, bounding to his feet. 

* How ? Why impossible ? Are not the 
proofs under our hands ? But I knew you 
would be amazed. I grant it is an almost 
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incredible affair. But the proofs — the 
proofs, Mr. Lyon, cannot be denied. The 
name of the father of the young lady is 
Mr. Eobert Cargill of Mavisbank House; 
and the name of the assassin is Alick 
Tavendale, the dependent nephew of the 
millionnaire.' 

Mr. Lyon stood stupefied with amaze 
and horror, his eyes wide and fixed on 
the detective, whilst his lips mechanically 
formed the names — 

' Katie Cargill ! Alick Tavendale !' 

** Precisely. They are the persons that 

must supply the final explanation, and 

but are you ill, Mr. Lyon T 

' No, no/ he answered, scarcely know- 
ing what he was saying. * I am well 
enough, but the surprise, the shock ' 

'I understand, sir; I know that you 
are acquainted with Miss Cargill and her 
father, and that was one of my reasons 
for desiring to conceal their names until 
you had had an opportunity of forming 
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an opinion on the facts I have pro- 
duced/ 

* Will you excuse me for a few minutes, 
Mr. Hadden ? I will return to you im- 
mediately.' 

* I will wait, sir.' 

Mr. Lyon went" out to the garden, and 
choosing a pathway which was screened 
on either side by carefully cut walls of 
evergreens, he walked up and down, with 
hands clenched behind him, thinking over 
the terrible position in which he found 
himself. He was bathed in a cold per- 
spiration, although his brain burned at 
fever-heat, and his pulse throbbed vio- 
lently. 

Here was the woman he loved with 
the devotion of his whole nature denounced 
as the accomplice of a murderer ; here was 
the man he had only a little while ago 
said to himself he hated, delivered into his 
hands as an assassin ; and here was he 
himself, a magistrate, bound by conscience 
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and his office to punish crime withont re- 
gard to persons, called upon now to vindi- 
cate his honour and worthiness of his office, 
by handing over the being he would have 
died to serve to the gaoler, and to give her 
lover to the hangman. 

He would have been more than human 
had he not felt the thought, the desire flash 
through him to save her, and to let Taven- 
dale perish as he deserved. 

^ Impossible !' he mentally exclaimed, 
flushing at the dishonourable thought ; ^ even 
if I could save her firom shame by sacrificing 
my own life and honour, would I not be 
guilty of a double crime in robbing Sarah 
Burnett of her rights ? No. Heaven help 
me ! I dare not do that, and I have not 
courage to proceed/ 

He understood the cause of Katie's ill- 
ness; he knew now her secret, and he 
understood the meaning of her answer, 
when he had asked her to trust him : 

* I dare not yet, for another* s sake.* 
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And again — 

^ I am bound to him by bonds that can 
never be broken/ 

^ I see it all now, I see it all/ he groaned ; 
•* but oh, merciful powers ! it is impossible 
that she can be an accomplice in this deed. 
It cannot be. I will not believe it till she 
tells me with her own lips that she is guilty. 
How answer the proofs then ? He must 
have told her after the deed was done, and 
fio implicated her. But why did she not 
denounce him ? Not because she feared to 
lose her position ? No — no — no, but be- 
cause she loves him, unworthy as he is. 
Ah ! what will a true woman not do for the 
man she loves ?' 

For half an hour he continued his troubled 
promenade up and down the screened path. 
He had not even then arrived at any satis- 
factory conclusion ; but he had brought his 
amotion under control, and he was out- 
wardlv calm. 

V 

He returned to the library, where John 
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Hadden was waiting patiently, busy in the 
examination of a large tome of legal 
reports. 

* I have decided, Mr. Hadden,' said the 
Sheriflf, in a steady voice ; * we will take 
no decisive step until to-morrow at noon. 
Meanwhile you can get one of the men to 
keep Tavendale in view — let him not lose 
sight of him. For the lady I will be re- 
sponsible.' 

* You, Mr. Lyon !' ejaculated Hadden, 
evidently not quite pleased by the delay. 

* Yes ; my reasons for what may seem to 
you dallying with the case are good ones. 
First, I wish to receive a report from 
Captain Mactier, which I am certain to 
have by to-morrow ; and next, I desire you 
to obtain some proof that will associate 
Tavendale more distinctly with the murder 
than any you have got at present, before 
we make him aware of the charge against 
him, by issuing a search-warrant. Lastly, 
I wish to compare Mr. Cargill's writing with 
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that of the letter yon have got. Bemember, 
he occupies an important position, and we 
mnst approach him with due caution, and 
some respect — ^for even the most circum- 
stantial and convincing proofs will some- 
times err.' 

a bow to your decision, Mr. Lyon. 
No doubt you are right. Here is the letter 
you require.' 

* I will return it to you to-morrow.' 

* Thank you, sir. To-morrow, at noon, I 
will be here, and I will bring with me the 
proof we need. The measure of his foot 
will suffice for that.' 

* Before you go, Mr. Hadden, permit me 
to congratulate you sincerely on the result 
of your exertions. I am convinced — al- 
though I should gladly feel otherwise — ^that 
you are right when you say you are within 
arm's reach of the criminal.' 

* I have no doubt myself ; but at the 

same time, Mr. Lyon, you understand that 
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the discovery has been made by Jock Sly — 
not Hadden/ 

* I will remember/ 

* Thank you, sir/ said Hadden, and re- 
spectfully took leave. 

Mr. Lyon sat down, leaning his elbows 
on the table, and buried his face in his 
hands. The work before him was repulsive 
and horrible to every sentiment of his 
nature, but there was no hope of evadmg 
it ; and, however much he might suflfer in 
doing it, he was not a man to fail in his 
duty. 



CHAPTEK VIII. 

L. H£WITT« WRITER, GEORGE STREET. 

The clocks were striking two, afternoon, 
when Sarah Bomett, as she must continne 
to be called for the present, to avoid con- 
fusion, turned out of Buchanan Street into 
George Street. She entered the passage of 
a grave, dingy-looking building, which was 
occupied firom top to bottom as offices. 
She ascended one flight of stairs, and halted 
at a door upon which was a brass plate, 
with the intimation, * L. Hewitt, Writer.' 

She opened the door and entered. 

An exceedingly sharp boy, with short 
legs, seated on a stool with long legs, 
turned his head to see what was wanted, 
and, in doing so, revealed the fact that his 
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neck was encircled by a broad, white and 
painfuUy stiflf coUor, Observing his visitor, 
the sharp lad, without waitmg to mquire 
name or business, jumped from his perch, 
rushed to the door of Mr. Hewitt's private 
room, threw it open, and announced — 

* Miss Burnett.' 

She was dressed in a long black cloak, 
and a modest bonnet of dark colour ; and as 
she glided noiselessly through the outer 
office, she had the appearance of a demure 
Quakeress, only the light in the eye was a 
little too keen for a young lady of the 
Society of Friends, and the mould of the 
features a little too hard. 

The boy closed the door when she had 
entered the room, nodded, grinned, and 
winked to himself, as if he understood all 
about it ; then wheeled round and remounted 
the stool with a spring, as if he had been 
going to play leap-frog over it and had 
stopped half-way. 

Mr. Hewitt rose to salute his visitor with 
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the calmness of one who had been expecting 
the visit. 

He was a gentleman over thirty years of 
age, tall, slim, and of easy bearing. His 
features, although prominent, did not seem 
strikingly so, in consequence of his fair 
complexion. His hair was of a sandy hue, 
with a red tinge, curly, and cut short ; his 
eyes were of a faint grey colour ; and his 
eye-lashes were scarcely perceptible. He 
invariably bore a suave pleading smile, and 
displayed two rows of very fine white teeth. 
It was a face which one would have had a 
difficulty in deciding whether to like or dis- 
like at first. 

His general bearing and appearance gave 
one the same impression ; he had all the 
air of one moving in the best society, and 
he was dressed with the utmost precision 
and in the most fashionable style. Yet it 
was impossible for an ordinarily experienced 
person to meet the man without entertain- 
ing a suspicion that his outside was 
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not a true representation of his real 
character. 

A third or fourth meeting with him, 
however, generaUy removed this impression, 
and amongst the many who knew him he 
was regarded as a trustworthy gentleman, 
most earnest and industrious m the pursuit 
of his profession. 

He had entered the office of one of the 
old legal firms of the city as a message- 
boy, and by hard, persevering exertion he 
had raised himself to his present position. 
He was therefore a man to be respected and 
admired. 

* At last you have come,' he said, in a 
low voice that would have puzzled one to 
say whether the tone were that of anger or 
delight. He took her hands, whilst he 
stooped and touched her brow with his lips. 

There was no enthusiasm, not the faintest 
ray of passion on either side, and they were 
the coolest brace of lovers propriety could 
wish to see. 
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He placed a chair for her by the window, 
which was the part of the room farthest 
from the door. She seated herself, bnt he 
remained standing, and alternately observed 
the evolutions of a qnill, which he was 
twirling between his fingers, and the dark 
face of Sarah. 

*Were you anxious for me to come 
sooner ?' she asked, as she seated herself ; 
but it was the tone of one who desires to 
learn the nature of some possible event, 
rather than that of a lady gratified to find 
that her lover has eagerly awaited her 
coming. 

* Well, I have been wishing to see you, 
of course, Sarah ; for, knowing the state of 
trouble you are in, I cannot help feeUng 
anxious about you.' 

They were sympathetic words, but there 
was not a note of sjmapathy in the man's 
hard voice. 

* Then you have discovered nothing since 
I saw you ? Have you tried ?' 
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* Can you donbt that ? I watch every ' 
movement as the cat watches a mouse, 
ready to spring at the first signal of an 
attempt to elude me. I have learned nothing, 
however, save that Mr. Cargill arrives by 
the afternoon train from Liverpool.' 

* I thought he had been in London/ 

' So he has ; but he arrived m Liverpool 
yesterday, and remained there till to-day oil 
some busmess connected with his American 
steamers.' 

* What time does he arrive ?' 

* At three-thirty.' 

* We will go up to the station. I have 
a fancy that I should like to see him 
once again, before he knows how aflfairs 
stand.' 

*As you ploase, Sarah. Have you got 
the money ?' 

*Yes, I have got fifty pounds. Will 
that do r 

She handed him a roll of notes to the 
amount stated. She had just obtained 
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them from the bank as payment of John 
Hadden's cheqne. 

Hewitt counted them slowly, speaking 
the while : 

^ I find that the process will be some- 
what expensive, nnless a happy accident of 
some sort occurs to help as; and I have 
already explained to you that I have not 
got a farthing. There are fifty here.' 

Sarah looked thoughtfully at the floor, 
and her eyes rested vacantly on the shining 
patent-leather boots which encased the neat 
small feet of her lover. 

' When that is exhausted,' she said 
slowly, * I do not know where to get more. 
We must borrow it somewhere; but we 
will think of that when the time 
comes.' 

*In the meanwhile, have you thought 
over what I said T he queried, whilst he 
placed the notes in his purse. * Do you 
not see that, as your husband, I shall be 
able to act witii more boldness and decision 
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in forcing your claims to a legitimate 
issue?' 

^Yes, but you would act under the 
suspicion of an interested party ; and so 
your labour would lose half its efifect. No, 
Laurence, no; we will wait till I have 
obtained my proper place as heiress of 
Mavisbank, and then — ^I am yours/ 

Still not the slightest warmth in her 
tone ; and he bowed his head gravely, as if 
the decision had been one of the most 
ordinaxy character in his practice. 

* I have thought of that ; and as you 
have delayed so long, perhaps it will be 
better as you have decided. I will act for 
you in all respects as earnestly as if you 
were already my wife. For my reward I 
will wait.' 

* You can trust me T 

A brief pause ; then slowly, and with a 
pecuUar expression in his faint grey eyes — 
an expression of power and of will to use 
it — ^he answered deliberately : 
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* Yes ; I can trust you, Sarah/ 

* I will be faithful. We play for a high 
stake, Laurence. Let no doubt or misunder- 
standing between us mar the fortune that is 
before us. Will you come now ?' 

^ In a moment ; there is plenty of time, 
and I wish to finish this letter before going 
out.' 

He seated himself at the writing-table, 
and rapidly completed the epistle which had 
been interrupted by the entrance of Sarah; 
he sealed the letter, took his hat and 
umbrella, and told the boy that if anybody 
called he would be in again at four 
o'clock. 

Then he accompanied Sarah to the Queen 
Street Station, and on the way he posted 
the letter. 

The train was not due when they arrived 
at the station, so they promenaded slowly 
up and down in front, conversing low and 
earnestly. They came to an abrupt stand- 
still, when, a couple of minutes before the 
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train arrived, a carriage drove up to the 
station. 

'It is my Bister Kate/ said Sarah bit- 
terly, directing her companion's attention 
to the pale fair yonng face within the 
carriage. 

At that moment the shrieking whistle 
and the lond panting engine were heard. 
Then there was a rush of passengers and 
porters, cabs and wheelbarrows ; and through 
the midst of the bustle, noise, and confusion, a 
tall dignified -looking old gentleman advanced 
to the carriage, and was eagerly greeted by 
its occupant. 

* That is Mr. Cargill,' said Hewitt, with 
a faint peculiar smile as the^ old gentleman 
stepped into the carriage. 'He looks pretty 
well for his age.' 






CHAPTER IX. 

THE MILLIONNAIRE AT HOME. 

With the calmness of a man conscious of 
his own greatness, Mr. Cargill accepted the 
obsequious attentions of the railway officials 
and his own attendants. With a cold 
stately inclination of the head, he acknow- 
ledged the warm salutation of his daughter 
as, with an air of dignified abstraction, he 
took his seat by her side. He could not 
ki3S her — ^he could not even smile to her 
in such a public place ; for it seemed as if 
he thought the character of a millionnaire 
would suffer irreparable damage if it re- 
vealed anything human to the vulgar gaze. 
It was a rule of his that respect could 
only be obtained by keeping everybody at 
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a respectful distance, and his bearing effectu- 
ally carried out his theory. 

He was a tall gentleman, and, although 
verging on sixty years, he was erect as a 
young ofl&cer of the Guards ; only his head 
was usually bent slightly forwards, as if 
the weight of thought were too heavy for 
the brow. His hair was thin and iron- 
grey ; his features long and sharp ; his 
eyes somewhat of a pale reddish hue, and 
glistened like a cat's. Briefly, in appeai^- 
ance and manned he possessed a certain 
reserved dignity, which perpetually re- 
minded everyone with whom he came in 
contact that this was the Millionnaire. 

As soon as he had seated himself, the 
carriage drove away ; and as it passed the 
place where Sarah and Mr. Hewitt were 
standing, the former shielded herself from 
observation by placing her companion be- 
tween her and the vehicle. 

* Come,' she said sharply, when the 
carriage had disappeared, and clutched 
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Mr. Hewitt's arm tightly; *I must go 
back to Hill Street ; to-morrow we will 
learn something definite/ 

* Yes, to-morrow/ responded Mr, Hewitt, 
in his dry decisive way. 

They leisurely retraced their steps ; she 
leaning on his arm, with her head bowed 
in thought ; he, with head erect, and eyes 
keenly observant of every passer-by, as if 
challenging the world to question the pro- 
priety of his conduct. 

The carriage had nearly performed half 
its journey to Mavisbank before Mr. Car- 
gill even regarded his daughter with more 
than the most casual observation. When, 
however, at length he did so, he was struck 
by the exceeding pallor of Katie's visage, 
and the deep sorrow which was so plainly 
revealed there. 

' You are looking ill, my child,' he said, 
in a cold sharp voice, but with a move- 
ment of his heavy white eyebrows which 
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intimated the alarm his tone failed to 
indicate. * What is the matter ?' 

She was startled apparently by the 
abruptness of the question, and rejoined 
confusedly : 

* Nothing, papa — ^that is — I will explain 
by-and-by. Leave me a little while to 
enjoy the sense of your presence, and — 
and to prepare for what I have to tell 
you.' 

Another movement of his eyebrows, but 
not another word until they reached Mavis- 
bank. At the entrance he asked her to 
alight, and with the politeness of an old 
gallant gave her his arm to conduct her 
into the house. 

The domestics in their glittering livery 
were ranged in two lines in the hall to 
receive their master. The latter glanced 
at them as he passed along, as if to make 
sure that they were all in becoming state 
for the reception of so great a personage, 
and, satisfied on that head, paid no further 
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heed to any of them. There was no word 
on his UpSy no smile on his visage to be- 
token that he regarded them as fellow- 
creatures, capable of feeling love or hate. 
They were paid to serve, and when they 
had served^ there was nothing more be- 
tween them and their master. 

The great man was punctilious in the 
observance of all the details of social 
courtesies, and dined in as much state 
when only his daughter was at table with 
him as on any of the rare occasions when 
his Grace the Duke of Lomond accepted 
his hospitality. 

Consequently, an hour was occupied in 

dressing for dinner; and when he descended 

from his private apartment, he met Katie 

on the threshold of the dining-room. They 

entered together. Two silent and powdered 

domestics placed the chairs for them ; the 

butler was at his post, and another hour 

was occupied in the ceremonious despatch 

of the repast. 

9—2 
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The chamber was vast, with high 
painted ceiling. The fumitnre was of the 
richest and most Inxnrious kind money 
could obtain; and altogether the place 
and its surroundings would have destroyed 
the appetite of anybody unaccustomed to 
them. 

At length dessert was served, in a style 
becoming the other arrangements, the 
domestics retired^ and Mr. Cargill, sitting 
in dignified ease on his chair, sipping his 
wine, was left alone with his daughter. 

He made several attempts to interest 
her by describing the numerous presents 
he had purchased for her in London, and 
which would arrive at the house that even- 
ing; but although she forced herself to 
smile, It was a sad smile ; and although 
she thanked him for his indulgence, it 
was in such a low weary tone that he 
became somewhat irritated, and apparently 
uneasy. 

* What has happened to .you, Katie ? 
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You answer me as if you were sorry rather 
than pleased to know how I have been 
thinking of you during my absence. Speak, 
child, what is it ?' 

She was startled, hesitated, and then 
stepped quickly over to him, and placing 
her arms round his neck, rested her head 
on his shoulder, sobbing. 

Mr. Cargiirs sharp features underwent 
a spasmodic twinge, as if the most sensi- 
tive part of his body had been hurt. He 
smoothed the fair silken hair of the girl 
with his hand, whilst his brow darkened 
in alarm at what might be to follow. 

* This is very odd, Katie,* he muttered 
presently, trying to assume a tone of 
simple remonstrance ; * very odd. You 
say you are not ill, and yet, instead of 
being, as formerly, merry and happy at 
my return, you are sad, as if I brought 
misfortune with me — ah ! I remember, you 
have something to explain to me. What 

is it r 
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She tightened her arms aronnd his neck, 
and seemed to be striving hard to snbdae 
her sobs. 

* Whatever happens, dear, dear papa,' 
she responded brokenly, * I will always 
love you ; always treasure the memory of 
your goodness to me, and never blame 
you/ 

He was silent ; his visage had gradually 
become of an ashen hue, and his thin lips 
quivered, whilst his eyes glistened more 
redly than usual. Abruptly, even harshly : 

* Speak, Katie, let me know your 
trouble.' 

Tremblingly came the answer — 

* I have read the letters you wrote years 
ago to Mrs. Burnett, and I know all the 
sad story connected with them.' 

His form shook as with a violent gal- 
vanic shock ; he stared straight before 
him, and there was a long pause — a still- 
ness in the room, disturbed only by the 
sobs of the girl. 
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The secret which had been so faithfully 
kept on all sides for twenty-one years had 
crept to the light at last, and the million- 
naire's sin had fonnd him out. Useless 
now to regret and curse the stupidity 
which had permitted him to leave the fatal 
letters in the hands of his accomplice. 
Useless now to repent the indiscretion 
which had permitted these documents to 
exist a moment after they had served the 
purpose for which they were written. 
Useless all; the crime and its Nemesis 
had arisen against him after many years, 
and in the midst of his wealth and dignities 
he must be pointed at as a man to be 
avoided and contemned, although he was a 
millionnaire. 

For the moment, he felt as if he would 
readily have changed positions with his own 
butler. 

Pride, and his faith in the potency of his 
gold, came to the rescue. He defied the 
world and its scorn as boldly as he had, 
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years ago, braved it. But even in that 
spirit of defiance there was a serpent's 
tooth; for when he would have raised 
himself in cold dignity, and said, 'Not a 
word more of this,' his tongue refused to 
move, and his heart ached in dread of the 
contempt of the daughter he loved dearly, 
and for whose sake he had risked all. Her 
scorn he could not bear. 

She had not raised her face from his 
shoulder, and he spoke without shifting his 
position, for he dared not look at her. 

*When did you see these letters, and 
where T he said huskily, but calmly. 

* I saw them here. They have been dis- 
covered by Sarah Burnett — that is, Sarah 
Cargill — and she came to see you. Not 
finding you, she gave them to me.' 

* And you burned them ?' he cried, with 
sudden excitement. 

'Burned them? No!' 
She raised herself as she made the 
response. 
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*What! you held these letters in your 
hands, and you did not destroy them ? Oh, 
fool ! fool I I should not have left that for 
you to do/ 

Kate was surprised by the bitterness and 
passion of his manner, but more by the 
suggestion of the dishonourable act which 
apparently would have pleased him. Her 
face became flushed with shame, and she 
drew back a pace from him. 

He seemed to divine her thought, and to 
shrink under her gaze, although he still 
avoided meeting, it, for he attempted to 
defend himself against the indignation he 
feared she felt, and was about to express. 

* Don't speak — don't speak, Katie. Ah, 
my child, it is a heavy punishment to bear 
when the parent stands before his child, his 
head bowed with shame. You blame me, 
I know ; and you will hate me ' 

'Father, father, hush V she cried, laying 
her hand on his mouth. 

He went on excitedly : 
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'But yon cannot know what I have 
snffered dnring these long years in which 
the secret has been hidden. Do you think 
I have not ached in heart and brain for the 
wrong I have done my wife ? Do you 
think I have not been tortured by thoughts 
of the child whose position and name I had 
stolen for you ? I have — ^bitterly/ 

* It is not too late to atone/ whispered 
Kate. 

* I have prospered in my deahngs/ he 
went on, not hearing her. * Wealth and 
honours have poured in upon me. Gold, 
gold, gold, has come in streams to me, but 
it has brought me no pleasure. I have 
built churches, I have thrown thousands to 
the charities of the world, and men have 
pointed to me as the benefactor of my 
race. But it has brought me no peace of 
mind. I have been shuddering day and 
night under the burden of my sin, and your 
smiles and your love, my child, have been 
the only gleams of comfort my heart has 
known.' 
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* They are always yours, dear father, 
happen what may.' 

' They are — they shall be !' he cried 
fiercely. * Since I have endured so long, I 
will endure to the end. They shall not 
take you from me. This thing they talk 
about is false ; the letters they have shown 
you are worthless. They can prove nothing 
against me, since Largie is dead.' 

' But Jean Gorbal T 

* Ah !' — he started at the name. * She is 
dead, too.' 

Katie was staggered by that unexpected 
announcement, and her exclamation of 
mingled regret and surprise seemed to re- 
store her father's self-possession, for he 
filled his glass with wine, drew his chair 
a little closer to the table, and raised the 
glass. 

* It is as I say : the poor woman is dead,' 
he said, with something of his ordinary 
cold firmness ; ^ and Sarah Burnett shall 
remain Sarah Burnett. Whatever she 
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wants, she shall have; but you shall re- 
main my daughter, Katie Cargill/ 

* No, father, no !' she cried, her eyes 
brightened and face flushed with the love 
of truth and devotion : * your wealth, your 
name, your position, all belong to Sarah by 
right, not to me, and I renounce them all. 
Your daughter I shall be always, but Katie 
Cargill I am no more.' 

* You are mad !' he cried, starting for- 
ward in his chair, one hand clutching the 
edge of the table desperately, while from 
the other the wine-glass he had been raising 
to his lips dropped to the floor, and was 
smashed. 

* Not mad, father — not even foolish,' she 
said, strong in her resolve to do right. ' I 
am only trying to be just to that good lady 
who loved me and cared for me as her 
daughter, and whose memory I cherish as 
that of a dear mother. I cannot, and will 
not, stand in the place of her child ; and so 
far as I may I will make atonement for the 
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crime to which I have innocently been made 
a party • Do you care for my love ? Then 
you will not attempt to hinder me in 
this/ 

* Kate, my child — ^if you are not mad 
yourself you will make me so. Think of 
the shame, the disgrace you will heap upon 
me; think how you will bend my head 
before the world, and make me a finger- 
mark for the scorn and contempt of all 
whose esteem I value most/ 

' That you must endure, dear father, as I 
must endure the pang of changing places 
with my sister/ 

* You shall not do it, I say — by Heaven 
you shall not !' 

'I know that what I am about to do 
should be done,' she said, covering her 
eyes with her delicate hand, as if to shut 
out the spectacle of his rage and pain ; ^ and 
not even my regard for you will hinder me/ 

* You have beeji deceived, I tell you ; 
this story is all a fabrication, and I will 
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crush its promulgators as I do the frag- 
ments of that glass under my heel/ 

He ground the hroken glass furiously as 
he spoke. He was unaccustomed to oppo- 
sition of any sort, and, the persistence of 
Katie in her resolution roused him beyond 
measure: But even at the height of his 
fury he was subdued and abashed by the 
sad sweet face and the reproachful eyes. 

* You are not speaking truly, father ; and 
— ah, no ! I will not believe that you could 
hide your sin by perjury.' 

* You have grown bold/ he began angrily, 
but he broke down ; * I am confused, Katie, 
by all this. Go to your room, my child, 
for a little while, and let me think over it.' 

The pitiable tone with which the proud 
man confessed his weakness touched her 
more than the loudest protestations could 
have done. She advanced to him softly, 
and, laying her hands on his shoulders, 
kissed him affectionately. 

* Dear father, there is only one course for 



THE MILLIONNAIRE AT HOME. 143 

US to pursue, and that is the course to which 
duty and repentance point. Atonement for 
the past has been too long delayed; we 
must make it now/ 

She moved quietly from the room, leav- 
ing him with head bowed in silence, chagrin, 
and sorrow. 



CHAPTEE X- 

LINE BY LINE. 

Exactly at noon on the following day 
John Hadden presented himself at the door 
of the Sheriflf-Substitute's house in Wood- 
lands Boad. He was immediately ushered 
into the study, where Mr. Lyon was pre- 
pared to receive him. 

The detective's face was, as usual, 
covered with a simple smile of subdued 
curiosity at everything he saw; only his 
eyes twinkled with self-satisfaction. But 
Mr. Lyon was very pale, and looked de- 
cidedly ill. It was evident that he had 
slept little during the previous night, for 
he seemed fatigued, and his eyes were 
slightly bloodshot. 
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* You are punctual, Mr. Hadden/ he said, 
with a faint smile. 

* Yes, sir ; I have come at the hour 
appointed to ask for the warrant of arrest.' 

* Then you have made some further dis- 
covery Y 

*I have; not much, certainly, but 
enough, I think, to justify decisive 
measures.' 

^Captain Mactier has also made a dis- 
covery.' 

Hadden's eyes twinkled, not with sur- 
prise, but mirth, as if he anticipated a 
joke. 

* I would be glad to know, sir, if you 
will permit me, what the Captain has dis- 
covered.* 

* Assuredly. I received his despatch 
this morning ; and I must say that its 
contents appear to me of more importance 
than I had anticipated.' 

* Captain Mactier is a vigilant oflBcer,' 
said Mr. Hadden humbly. 

VOL. I. 10 
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\ He is, indeed, although sometimes 
deficient in discrimination, and always 
dogged in his opinion. In the present 
instance, however, you will find that there 
is some reason in his argument. At any 
rate, the result of his exertions will add 
to our knowledge of Jean Gorbal's private 
affairs, and thereby draw us the closer to 
the identity of the perpetrator of the 
crime.' 

' Just so, sir.' 

Mr. Lyon produced a packet of blue 
loolscap, endorsed on the back with red 
ink. He unfolded it, and showed the state- 
ment, written in a neat round hand, with 
particular passages underlined in red ink. 
On the first of these passages Mr. Lyon 
laid his finger. 

'He says here that on arriving at 
Carron he was for some time baffled by 
failing to learn what boats had passed 
through on the night of the murder, as the 
man who had then been in charge of the 
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locks had been dismissed on the succeed- 
ing day for some misdemeanour, and bad 
gone to Liverpool immediately afterward. 

^ Captain Mactier, after making various 
inquiries in Carron and Edinburgh, late 
yesterday evening found him. The man's 
name is Bill Johnston, and his informa- 
tion is to this effect : — There is a man 
called Bob Little, who is master of a 
barge known as the Elizabeth. The 
Captain is satisfied that this is the same 
Bob Little to whom a boy carried a mes- 
sage from a man who wore earrings.' 

' Ah— what of him ?' 

*You will hear. On the morning of 
the 1 5th — ^that was the day of the crime 
— Little passed through Carron to Glasgow 
with his scow unloaded. There was a 
man lying at the stem on a tarpaulin, 
smoking and drinking ale from a can. 
He was not one of Little's assistants, for he 
had only two, and they were with him as 
usual. Besides, he paid some degree of 

10—2 
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respect to the man on the tarpaulin, and 
Little appears to ' he one of those rough 
fellows who pay respect to nobody, unless 
they have some immediate gain in view, or 
are compelled by circumstances to be re- 
spectful. 

'^ The former was evidently the reason of 
Little's respect, for the stranger treated 
him with a species of contemptuous fami- 
liarity, and caused him to jump ashore to 
get more liquor and tobacco. Johnston 
cannot remember how this stranger was 
dressed ; but he did recollect noticing that 
a handkerchief of blue-and-white check 
pattern lay beside him, as if he had 
taken it out for use, and had either for- 
gotten it, or had been too lazy to replace 
it in his pocket. Late that night — the 
15th — Bob Little again passed through 
Carron with his scow. The strange man 
was not with him. Johnston had 
asked what he had done with his queer 
chum. 
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Sent him to blazes/' Little an- 
swered sulkily, and, as Johnston thought, 
drankenly. 

' The captain was anxious to bring to 
Johnston's memory the earrings of the 
strange man, but failed. Johnston had 
not observed them, and did not think the 
man had any, or he would have been sure 
to have noticed them. The captain thinks 
it possible that something more may be 
learned from this witness, and meanwhile 
he is in pursuit of the Elizabeth and Little, 
whom he expects to lay hands upon before 
to-morrow.' 

Hadden's long fingers played with the 
thick gold-mounted head of the staff he 
carried, and his eyes were fixed on the 
floor. Presently — 

* Something there may be in this, as you 
say, Mr. Lyon, and it is just possible that, 
though we blind creatures can't see how 
at this minute. Captain Mactier may have 
taken up the case at another end, and is. 
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maybe, just advancing to meet me half-way 
and complete the proof/ 

* Then you think it probable that his 
pursuit will lead him to the same person 
you have reached ?' 

* I do, and this is why : on the 1 2th — 
that was three days after Sarah Burnett 
had been at Mavisbank House, and which 
was about the time you might allow Miss 
Cargill to make up her mind to relieve 
herself somewhat of her trouble by telling 
her lover all — Mr. Tavendale returned to 
his lodgings in Sauchiehall Street late at 
night. His manner was so excited that 
Mrs. Marshall, his landlady, thought he 
had been drinking more than usual. He 
would not take any supper, and went to 
bed. 

* On the morning of the 1 3th he rose 
about six o'clock, being two hours before 
his ordinary time of rising. At half past 
six he entered his sitting-room to procure 
his hat, which he had left there on the 
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previous night. The servant girl, Lizzie 
Dunn^ was cleaning the room, and she 
thought he looked very ill. She asked him 
if she should get some breakfast for him, 
and iie answered : 

* ** No ; I don't feel well. I am going 
for a walk. Perhaps I shall not return till 
evening." 

* He went out, and did not return till 
twelve o'clock at night. He was very 
quiet, and went to bed immediately. On 
the following morning he again went out 
between six and seven o'clock, still looking 
unwell, and scarcely speaking to Mrs. 
Marshall, who on this occasion met him in 
the lobby. She hoped he was better, and 
he answered hurriedly : 

* ** Yes, yes ; much better. It's only a 
little indigestion. I'll be all right again in 
a day or so." 

* He did not return till ten o'clock that 
night. Then he took a hearty supper, 
and drank two large glassfuls of brandy 
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with hot water. When the things had 
been removed fipom his table, he told the 
servant not to disturb him again until 
morning, as he was going to be very busy. 
He opened his desk, and began to write a 
letter. 

' Mrs. Marshall and her servant went to 
bed a little after twelve o'clock, and Mr. 
Tavendale was still in his sitting-room 
writing. About three o'clock in the morn- 
ing Mrs. Marshall awakened, and she 
heard Mr. Tavendale passing to his bed- 
room. 

' He did not get down to breakfast next 
morning — the 15th, observe, sir — till after 
nine o'clock. He seemed to be in much 
better health than he had been during the 
two days, and made a jest of his illness to 
Mrs. Marshall. He asked her to get a 
man for him to carry a letter to Mavis- 
bank. Her son, a sharp lad, about sixteen 
years of age, was at home, and she sug- 
gested that he should be the messenger. 
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That seemed to please him ; and when the 
lad was brought into the room he gave him 
a letter addressed to Miss Cargill. 

* " Don't give it to anybody but Miss 
Cargill herself," he said ; ** if she is not 
at home when you arrive, wait for her, no 
matter how long, and come back as quick as 
you can with an answer. Here is money 
for the 'bus." 

* The lad went away on his errand. 
Tavendale then borrowed five pounds from 
Mrs. Marshall, as he said he was that sum 
short of an account he wished to pay that 
forenoon. She had on previous occasions 
lent him money, which he had repaid, and 
she at once gave him a five-pound note. 
He thanked her, and folded it up with a 
roll of other notes. 

***It's a heavy account, I see, Mr. 
Tavendale," said Mrs. Marshall. ** I wish 
you had been owing it to me." 

' He gave what his landlady calls a 
** jerky " and an uncomfortable laugh. 
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* *' Yes, it's heavy," he replied ; " but 
it's just as well you're not the creditor/' 

' She laughed, and he at the same 
moment placed the notes in an envelope 
without address, and sealed it up. She 
observed it particularly, because she thought 
it strange that he should put the money 
in an envelope if he were going to pay it 
away immediately. He put the envelope 
containing the notes in his pockety with two 
letters which were stamped and directed for 
the post. Ee ^ent out, saying he would 
return before young Marshall could be back 
from Mavisbank. 

* Between two and three o'clock he re- 
turned, but the lad had not arrived yet. 
Dinner was served, and Tavendale dined, 
apparently with a good appetite. Again 
he took a couple of glassfuls of brandy and 
hot water, and lit a cigar. Young Mar- 
shall arrived at last. He had seen the lady, 
and she had told him to say ^^ there was no 
answer." 
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* Tavendale was apparently deeply cha- 
grined and disappointed. He mixed more 
brandy and water, and remained for an hour 
smoking and drinking alone. 

'At the end of that time a man, who 
had the appearance of a servant or a 
waiter, arrived with a note. Tavendale 
tore it open hurriedly, and both Mrs. 
Marshall and the girl Lizzie Dunn heard 
him say : 

* ** She can't — ^she can't resist." 

^ He read the letter several times, and 
then he burned it.' 

Hadden was interrupted here by the 
entrance of a domestic to announce the 
arrival of Inspector Speirs. 

* Show him in,' said Mr. Lyon. 



CHAPTER XI. 

THE WABRANT. 

The inspector presented himself, bowing 
respectfally to the magistrate, and fami- 
liarly to Hadden, addressing the latter : 

* Our man has gone out to Mavisbank/ 

* You have him attended, of course ?' 
The inspector nodded. 

* All right ;' and Hadden turned to the 
magistrate to explain : 

* I told the inspector to come to me here, 
if our man moved from the office of Cargill 
and Company before I returned. Now I 
will finish my statement. I left oflf where 
he had just burned the letter.' 

He referred to the note-book he had on 
the table before him, and resumed : 



J 
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^That was about five o'clock. His 
spirits seemed to have reviyed amazingly 
nnder the influence of the letter, and he 
busied himself preparing to go out. At 
half-past five, two friends of his, named 
Frank Mackie and Duncan MilnCi arrived , 
and he did not seem pleased by their visit. 
They were going to the theatre to see 
Powrie in "Eob Eoy/' and they pressed 
him to accompany them. He excused him- 
self, on the ground that he was obliged 
that evening to keep an important engage- 
ment he had previously made. 

' His friends went away, and in about a 
quarter of an hour afterward he went out, 
smoking a cigar and carrying a silk um- 
brella. 

'He did not return till nearly three 
o'clock in the morning. Mrs. Marshall 
had waited up for him, as he had forgotten 
his latch-key. She was struck by the 
paleness of his face and its queer expres- 
sion. He seemed to be shivering with 
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cold, and she observed that his clothes 
were wet, as if he had been out in the rain 
which had fallen during the evening, 

' She asked him if there was anything 
he would like to take. He said, *'No, 
nothing,'" and he spoke so hoarsely that 
she thought he had caught cold. Whilst 
she was giving him a candle, the police- 
man, making a round of his beat, passed 
the door, and at the sound Mrs. Marshall 
thought he started, and shivered more than 
before. She is positive that he turned his 
head quickly, and asked if she had fastened 
the door. Then he went up to his bed- 
room, and in walking she observed that he 
staggered once or twice, so that she con- 
cluded he had been drinking again. 

* It was after ten o'clock before he got up 
next morning. He complained of a violent 
headache, and looked very ill. He took 
nothing at breakfast save a cup of tea. He 
remained at home all day — ^this was Tues- 
day, you understand. 



THE WARRANT. 159 

^ Lizzie Dnnn, in cleaning out his bed- 
room, found the clothes he had worn the 
previous evening lying in a heap in a 
comer. They were damp, and soiled with 
mud, 

' Tavendale entered the room as she 
picked them up, and seeing her with them, 
he .ppe^ed to U inexplioably annoyed. 

* " Would you like these dried and 
brushed, sir Y' the girl asked. 

* "No," he said — angrily, the girl fancied; 
" pitch them into a comer, and leave them 
alone." 

* He took something out of one of his 
boxes, and went back to his parlour. There 
he occupied himself in writing letters all 
day. He also bumed a quantity of paper, 
for the ashes were found lying all over the 
fender and grate. 

* In the evening, after dark, he went out. 
Mrs. Marshall entered his sitting-room, to 
arrange it before he returned, and discovered 
the ashes as I have described. She also 
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fonnd the morning's newspaper lying on- 
opened, just as she had left it on the side- 
table. This was an unusual occurrence, as 
Tavendale, well or ill, had hitherto been 
most particular about the delivery of the 
paper in the morning, and read it regu- 
larly. 

* He re-entered his lodgings that evening 
about half -past nine. He was quiet and 
silent. Ordinarily he was gay and jocular. 
He took a little gruel for supper, and was 
in bed by eleven o'clock. 

* Next morning — ^that was yesterday — he 
got up about his usual time, and professed 
himself all right again, and Mrs. Marshall 
saw that he looked much better ; for although 
he was still pale, and his eyes restless, as if 
he were nervous about something, his manner 
had resumed its ordinary gaiety and self- 
possession.' 

Hadden stopped, and looked at a few lines 
which were written at the foot of the page 
of his note-book, but, as if suddenly deter- 
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mining not to refer to these at present, 
he closed the book, and replaced it in his 
pocket. 

' That's all, sir/ 

The magistrate remained for several 
minutes in earnest reflection. 

* In what way do you associate this with 
the information we have received from Cap- 
tain Mactier T he asked presently. 

' By the notes which were enclosed in 
the envelope without address.' 

* The connection is not very clear.' 

* No ; I grant that, sir, and it can't be 
until we have discovered some of the notes. 
But, you see, on the forenoon of the 1 6th, 
Bob Little and his scow passed Carron for 
Glasgow. The stranger who was lying on 
the tarpaulin, and who, it is just possible, 
may be the man with the earrings Mactier 
is so dogged about, may have had some- 
thing to do with the account Tavendale had 
to pay. That, however, is the merest sur- 
mise. I have no intention of working on 
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the captain's tack, but the absence of Taven- 
dale from his lodging and his uncle's office 
on two occasions, from early morning till 
late at night, suggests that he may have had 
dealings with some of these men. How far 
that may be correct we will learn after we 
have arrested our man. You or the Fiscal 
will grant the warrant, sir, I hope ?' 

^ I can no longer refuse ; the evidence 
more than justifies Mr. Tavendale's arrest ; 
but I hope you will accomplish it as quietly 
as such a thing can be done, for, remember, 
the reputation, the happiness of a lady is 
deeply concerned in this miserable aflfair.' 

* We will show every respect, sir, and, if 
possible, we will delay the arrest till night, 
when we can take him quietly from his 
lodging.' 

The Sheriflf signed the warrant of arrest, 
and handed it to Inspector Speirs. 



CHAPTEK XII. 

THE ABREST. 

One hour after dark a cab drove up Sau- 
chiehall Street from the direction of the 
city, and stopped at the comer of Cambridge 
Street. 

There were three men inside, and two of 
them jumped out. The first was John 
Hadden, the second Inspector Speirs. The 
man who remained in the cab was a con- 
stable in plain clothes. 

* If you see us go up to the door,' said 
the inspector to the constable, ^ bring the 
cab up quietly as soon as we enter the 
house/ 

' All right, sir/ 

Hadden and the inspector crossed to the 
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opposite comer of Cambridge Street, The 
latter blew his whistle. Out from the 
shadow of the houses appeared a man in 
answer to the summons. 

* He has come back, then T said the in- 
spector to this personage. 

^ Yes. Left Mavisbank at three, went 
to the office, came here at six, and hasn't 
gone out since,' replied the man briefly. 

^ Come with us.' 

The inspector, accompanied by Hadden 
and followed by his assistant, advanced to 
the door of a quiet, genteel-looking house, 
and knocked. 

The door was opened by the girl, Lizzie 
Dunn, who, on seeing the three men, stared 
as if she fancied there was something wrong. 
But she was re-assured when Inspector 
Speirs asked in a quiet, friendly way if 
Mr. Tavendale happened to be at home. 
The girl supposed that the visitors were 
acquaintances of the lodger, although she 
had never seen them before, and answered 
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promptly ^ that the gentleman was at home 
—would they step in T 

The mspector glanced toward the cab, to 
see if it were approaching, and then entered 
the lobby, followed by Hadden — ^who was 
apparently disposed to keep in the back- 
ground in the event about to take place — 
and the constable. 

The girl then desired to know what name 
she would mention. 

' It's of no importance/ said the inspec- 
tor, nodding quite jocularly ; * none in the 
least. Mr. Tavendale would not remember 
the name, it's such a long time since he 
heard it. Just say a friend.' 

The girl proceeded to Mr. Tavendale's 
chambers, and in a few minutes that gentle- 
man appeared in the lobby. 

Alick Tavendale's ordinary manner was 
that of easy good nature. Until within the 
last few days he had scarcely ever displayed 
the least excitability. He was apparently 
possessed of a large faith in the ultimate 
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good of life, 80 that whenever anything 
went wrong he was not troubled or worried 
by the misadventure. He simply Ughted 
his cigar, smoked, and waited for fortune to 
put everything in order again, and allow 
the machine to go on with its work as 
usual. He was never impatient, because 
he was never in a hurry; he was never 
angry, because he had never found anything 
worth being angry about. Consequently 
he was liked by the household, liked by his 
companions, and pitied by some as a useless 
creature, who would never do anything 
good in the world. 

His character had altered strangely 
during the past eight or ten days, for he 
had displayed bitter temper and irritable 
impatience. At. present, when he appeared 
in the lobby, his tawny complexion was 
tinged with the pallor of anxiety, and his 
dark hazel eyes were bloodshot, as if he 
had slept little for several nights. Indeed, 
the expression of his countenance was, on 
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the whole, indicative of troubled thought ; 
and the thought which could have pro- 
duced such a change in his character and 
habits must have been a very serious 
one. 

He seemed to be astonished at the ap- 
pearance of the visitors, with whom he was 
wholly unacquainted. 

^ Did you desire to see me, gentlemen ?' 
he said, politely enough, although he was 
not pleased by the prospect of an interview 
with entire strangers. 

^ You are Mr. Tavendale Y rejoined the 
inspector. 

' Yes.' 

The inspector respectfully laid his hand 
on the gentleman's arm. 

*I am sorry, sir, to trouble you, but 
in the name of the law you are our 
prisoner.' 

* Prisoner !' cried Tavendale, thunder- 
stricken, and staring wildly at the men. 

Hadden watched his face narrowly. 
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Kecovering his breath, the prisoner stam- 
mered excitedly — 

* This is extraordinary ! Of what am I 
accused ? Why am I arrested ?' 

' You are arrested, sir, on account of the 
unhappy affair of Monday night.' 

* Monday night !' exclaimed the prisoner, 
more startled than before, and in a low 
voice ; * then I am lost !' 

These unhappy words were heard by the 
three men, and made a deep impression 
upon them. The inspector heard a cab 
stop at the door outside at the moment he 
presented the warrant to Tavendale. 

The latter perused it hastily, uttering 
exclamations of astonishment and alarm 
whilst he read. 

*This is nonsense,' he said hoarsely, 
when he had finished ; ' I do not see how 
you can associate me with this horrible 
crime ' 

* You have read the warrant, sir,' inter- 
rupted Speirs, * and we must obey it.' 
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Tavendale made no response ; he seemed 
to be overwhelmed by the accusation ; but 
he rapidly recovered his self-possession, as 
he reflected upon the unpleasant position in 
which he was placed. 

Hadden could not help pitying the man ; 
but that significant exclamation — ' Monday 
night ! then I am lost /' — ^lefl no doubt, if 
there had been any pending in his mind, 
that the murderer was in their hands. In 
the suddenness of the arrest the truth had 
been pressed from him ; and, however he 
might afterwards strive to explain his 
words, they stood recorded against him, to 
his confusion. 

* Will you please walk inside with us, Mr. 
Tavendale ?' said Hadden, opening the door 
of Tavendale's parlour. * We must search 
your chambers before we leave. Anything 
we may find compromising you we will use 
in evidence ; but we warn you not to make 
any statement about them, for whatever you 
say will be brought against you.' 
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' I thank you, sir,' Tavendale replied ; 
* but your warning is needless. I have 
already determined to remain silent until 
a proper time for speaking arrives. You 
do your duty. I shall not give you any 
trouble.' 

*A very sensible decision,' commented 
the inspector — * a very sensible decision. 
Go on, Jock.' 

Hadden entered the sitting-room, fol- 
lowed by Tavendale, with Inspector Speirs 
and the constable. 

Looking around, the chambers showed 
every sign of being the abode of a bachelor. 
On the walls were a number of pictures, 
framed and unframed, most of them having 
for subject a sporting scene. Others were 
of the highly poetical kind — ^representations 
of ideal beauties which young men so much 
aflfect. Hung between the pictures were 
articles of a most miscellaneous kind. 
Here was a riding-whip, tossed carelessly 
on a peg; there, a fancy hat, which had 
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been bought in a hurry and as hurriedly 
cast away. There, was a pair of boxing- 
gloves, hanging by the thumbs ; there, were 
a variety of foils and fencing-masks, which 
at once reminded Hadden of the instrument 
with which he had supposed the crime to 
have been committed. 

On the floor was a litter of all sorts of 
things which it might be imagined likely 
for a young, careless, and fortunate bachelor 
to possess. Prints of all kinds — ^good and 
bad ; books of the same description, shut 
and open, piled on top of each other in 
miniature stacks, or scattered singly, where 
their owner had dropped them after a 
glance at their contents. 

In addition to the bachelor-like appear- 
ance of everything, there was over all a 
certain grotesqueness of aspect which gave 
a character to the place not always to be 
found in such quarters. 

^ Just a bachelor's den,' muttered Hadden 
to himself as he entered ; ' and just the 
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kind of place to pick up a little more 
evidence in. That litter on the floor con- 
tains another link in our chain.' 

He put forward his hand as he spoke and 
touched several articles on the wall, moved 
the pictures outward and looked behind 
them, felt the fingers of the gloves, seriously 
examined the fencing-masks, and reached 
down one of the foils from its peg. 

' Very pretty things to play with, I 
doubt not,' he muttered; * but one of these 
would be dangerous if Umph ! ' 

Without finishing the sentence, he ran his 
eyes down the blade as he spoke, rubbed 
the dust off it with his fingers, then set it 
back in its place. 

* That at any rate won't tell us much,' 
he said and moved on a step. ' But here 
now — ^what is this ? A foil broken. And 
where is the part broken off Y 

The object of these questions was a foil 
similar to the one already examined, but 
with this difference in condition — about 
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one-third of its length was broken off, and 
the broken part was nowhere to be found. 

Hadden searched all round the room, and 
could not find it. 

' I neither know how it has been broken 
nor where the broken part may be found,' 
said Tavendale hurriedly. 

With a strange look at the broken instru- 
ment, but without any observation on the 
prisoner's statement, Hadden set it aside 
carefully, and went on with his examina- 
tion. 

He lifted the books from the floor and 
the chairs, caught them by the backs, and 
shook them edges downwards, so that any- 
thing inside might drop out. If by chance 
a piece of paper fluttered to the floor, he 
caught it up, and scanned it eagerly. 

' You will pardon me,' he said, turning 
to Tavendale, after having done this for the 
third or fourth time. * It is our business 
to find out secrets, but not to reveal any, 
except those which are needed. Anything 
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I find not touching the matter in hand will 
be as safe with me as if it had never reached 
my eyes.* 

* I have no doubt, sir. I do not object 
to the search, or to your manner of con- 
ducting it. Pray go on.' 

Hadden looked at the speaker sharply, as 
if something peculiar had occurred to him ; 
then he turned to his work and went on. 

But his labour among the books was to 
small purpose ; no further link in the chain 
rewarded him. He steadily, however, con- 
tinued the search, turning next to a heap 
of papers and periodicals, whidh were piled 
upon, and almost bore down, a little side 
table. 

' This is better,' he thought, as he turned 
up one or two odd things, which seemed of 
no avail, except that they pointed to some- 
thing else behind. Then, brightening up 
suddenly : ' Ha ! here is something ! I 
will take particular care of this.' 

He pulled a pair of grey kid gloves from 
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between the pages of a copy of the Daihj 
Mail as he spoke, and, looking at them for 
a moment, rolled them up carefully, and 
placed them beside the broken foil. They 
were soiled a good deal, and torn a little, 
but Hadden seemed to prize them all the 
more on that account. The gloves and the 
foil he now gave in charge to the in- 
spector. 

Hadden next led the way to the second 
apartment, which, being Tavendale's recep- 
tion-room for visitors, was in much better 
order than the one they had just quitted. 
This rendered the vigilant search of the 
detective more easy and rapid. The result 
was not entirely barren. On the mantel- 
piece were several pipes — meerschaum, briar- 
root, and clay — also three cigar mouth- 
pieces. In one of the presses of the side 
table was found a box of Havana 
cigars. 

Nothing else was discovered there that 
could be associated with the business in 
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hand by the wildest stretch of argument or 
imagmation. ^ 

They entered the bedroom, and as they 
crossed the lobby, Mrs. Marshall, pale with 
fright and horror, her son, undaunted by the 
presence of officials, and Lizzie Dunn, in 
open-mouthed bewilderment, appeared at 
the farther end. 

Lizzie had heard the conversation be- 
tween Tavendale and the others in the 
lobby. She had hastened to tell her mis- 
tress, and now, in the utmost consternation, 
they were watching the proceedings. 

On entering the bedroom, Hadden began 
the search from the right-hand side of the 
door, and passed round, scrutinizing every 
article in the place minutely. Nothing 
escaped him : things that were most frankly 
revealed — and therefore, as one might have 
fancied, beyond suspicion — ^were submitted 
to as keen an inspection as things that were 
most hidden. 

In the comer, beside the wash-stand, he 
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fonnd a slim silk umbrella, with a patent 
ferrule, the point of which bore the marks 
of having been pressed into muddy earth. 
Particles of clay, now dried white, were 
sticking to it. 

From beneath the bed he dragged an old 
brown-leather portmanteau, which appeared 
to have performed many journeys, as its 
worn edges and the numerous railway labels 
pasted over it testified. A small brass plate 
on the side bore the name *A. Tavendale.' 
It was locked. 

* Have you the key, Mr. Tavendale ?' 

* No, I ' He checked himself and 

appeared to reflect ; then, as if just re- 
membering, ' Yes, I left it on the dressing- 
table, and the girl told me she put it into 
one of the ornaments on the mantelpiece. 
I have not looked for it myself, but you will 
probably find it there.' 

He spoke as one under compulsion. 
The key was found in the centre orna- 
ment; the portmanteau was opened, and 
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various articles of apparel were turned out 
upon the floor. The last article produced 
was a bundle, which on being unrolled 
proved to be a black frock-coat, a light 
tweed* vest, and trousers. 

These clothes were quite damp, as if they 
had been wetted recently by heavy rain, or 
by being dipped in water, and had been 
rolled up without any attempt having been 
made to dry them. They were also some- 
what soiled with mud, and the right knee 
of the trousers was torn. 

Hadden uttered a significant * Umph !' 
as he rolled the clothes up into a bundle 
again. Once more he dived beneath the 
bed, and this time re-appeared with a pair 
of French-leather boots which appeared to 
have been damp, to have been placed at the 
fire to dry, and, not having been watched 
attentively enough, had been burnt and 
shrivelled up. 

Hadden produced a foot-rule from his 
pocket, measured the soles of the boots, and 
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then, uttering another satisfied ' Umph !' 
placed the boots on the top of the bundle of 
clothes. 

As he had proceeded in his search, he 
had made a careful inventory in his note- 
book of every article of the slightest import- 
ance. He now closed the book, put it in 



his pocket, and rose to his feet. 

* I've done,' he said briskly; *we can go 
now. Dickson, you will take these articles, 
with you/ 

Tavendale seemed to rouse suddenly to 
the consciousness that they were about to 
take him to gaol. 

' One minute, sir; I ' he said huskily, 

* if it were possible, I wish — ^before you take 
me to — before you take me away ' — he 
could not say * to gaol ' — * I wish you could 
allow me to go — or go with me, I mean — 
to Mavisbank. This matter should be ex- 
plained to my uncle by myself. It is a 
horrible mistake under which you arrest 
me. You will soon, I know, recognise the 
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error ; but if it were possible, I should like 
to see Mr. Cargill at once/ 

* Always the same cry — a mistake !' 
muttered Hadden. 

* I'm sorry, sir, but our orders are strict,' 
said the inspector, ' and we must take you 
with us at once, without permitting you 
to hold communication with anybody.' 

* It is hard ! ' exclaimed the unfortunate 
prisoner bitterly. ' I am innocent, and you 
treat me as if I were already condemned. 
But I submit.' 

And, clenching his teeth together, he 
bowed his head on his breast. They con- 
ducted him to the cab. They spared him 
the indignity of handcuffs. He sat beside 
the inspector, and on the opposite seat were 
Hadden and the constable Dickson, with the 
bundle of articles taken from the lodgings. 
The constable who had remained with the 
cab mounted the box beside the driver, and 
in that manner the prisoner was conveyed 
to the gaol. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

THE captain's TACK. 

Lateb upon the same evening Captain 
Mactier, of the City police, walked rapidly 
through the busy streets in the direction of 
Port-Dundas. 

Few who passed him, and merely saw a 
tall, thin man, with sharp, keen features, 
aad bright restless scrutinising eyes, would 
have guessed the singular cogitations which 
were at work within that active brain — a 
brain that many a time had laid open the 
secret springs which guided the little 
dramas that came within the constable's 
sphere of business. 

A sharp business-looking man he was, 
with his surtout buttoned tightly up to his 
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neck, and a small cane in his hand. Who 
wonld have recognised in this active, bright, 
common-place-looking man the avenger of 
blood ? 

Yet such was George Mactier at this 
moment; for he had never been crossed 
with a doubt as to his finally discovering 
the author of the horrible outrage at Port- 
Dundas. 

Up through the steep, narrow, and dark 
streets he made his way to the canaL 

Carefully, with those keen, watchful 
eyes of his, he ran over the size and ap- 
pearance of the various craft before him. 

'There are two,' said he, * which 
resemble the description I have received ; 
I have no alternative but to try the one 
which lies nearest me.' 

So the captain descended to the scow. 
There appeared to be but one man on board ; 
and he was seated, almost at the bow, on 
some tarpaulin, smoking a short clay pipe. 
He was a thick-set man with a low forehead. 



THE captain's TACK. 183 

buBhy eyebrows and beard, deep-set, cun- 
ning eyes, and forbidding expression of 
face. He wore a loose jacket over a red 
flannel shirt; his trousers were rolled up 
above his boots ; and his rather ill-favoured 
countenance was partially shaded by a large 
sou' -wester. 

He looked angrily up as Mactier stepped 
on board. 

* Down, Eat, down !' he cried to a 
mangy-looking dog which seemed inclined 
to fly at the stranger. 

The dog slunk away, growling, into the 
after-part of the boat, and its master once 
more turned his attention to the stranger. 

* Well, mate ?' he said, in a surly tone. 
Mactier coolly went up to a small barrel 

which stood opposite the man, and seated 
himself thereon. 

* I've come to have a talk with you, Mr. 
Little,' he said. 

* How d'ye know my name's Little T 
asked the other quickly. 
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Mactier, of course, did not know that he 
had at length got the right man until this 
answer assured him of the fact. It required 
all his self-command to prevent a look of 
triumph entering into his ejes, 

* Oh, I know it,' said Mactier carelessly. 

* Very well then, and since you know it, 
what have you to say to me ?' 

* I have got to ask you a few questions, 
that is all,' said Mactier, * and you needn't 
alarm yourself.' 

* Alarm myself?' said Little, with a 
shrug. ' I'll alarm myself about nothing. 
But I'd like to know by what right you 
come aboard this scow and ax me ques- 
tions.' 

Mactier paid no attention to this defiant 
remark. 

*You remember being over at Port- 
Dundas on Monday last, do you not T he 
asked. 

' The man jumped to his feet and uttered 
a savage oath. 
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'Do you mean to accuse me o' that 
business ?' he cried, ahnost choking with 
passion ; * for if you do, it isn't your black 
coat and your polished boots as '11 prevent 
me pitchin' you into the water there !' 

*My good man/ said Mactier quietly, 

« 

* don't make a fool of yourself. I don't 
accuse you or anybody else of the affair. I 
merely want to ask you some questions in 
the interests of justice.' 

* Well, well,' said the man gloomily, 
resuming his seat, ^ don't you accuse me o' 
the affair, that's all I say to you.' 

* Now tell me,' continued Mactier, * you 
had a man in the boat that day, had you 
not?' 

Bob Little looked at his companion sus- 
piciously and closely. 

' What do you mean by that question ?' 
he asked. 

* Come, come,' said Mactier ; * what's 
the use of beating about the bush ? You 
know there was a man in the boat, and I 
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can prove it. Why do you seek to deny 
it?' 

* I don't deny it/ he said at length, but 
with evident reluctance. 

* There was a man with you — ^that's 
settled ; indeed, everybody in Port-Dundas 
knows it. Very well ; was he dark or 
fair?' 

' Fair/ 

* You know him T 

Little was evidently unwilling to com- 
promise himself; but the confident tone of 
calm authority in which Mactier spoke had 
clearly impressed him. It is very un- 
likely that he would have answered at 
all had Mactier come to him insidi-^ 
ously, and begged for information as for 
a favour. 

*Well, sir,' he said, *rd like to. know 
what you're drivin' at. I tell you I saw 
the account of the affair in the papers — 
leastways, one o' my mates read it to me 
•r— and says I to myself, " I'm glad I was 
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in my boat on that day ; they can't suspect 
me/ 

* We don't suspect you, or I should not 
be here questionmg you.' 

* Then you're for the law, sir ?' he asked, 
glancing cunningly at Mactier. 

* Perhaps I am; but I warn you that 
your safest plan is to state everything you 
know about it. Innocent people have often 
got themselves into trouble by being shy 
to tell tales of their friends or neighbours ; 
and I would advise you, as a friend^ to clear 
yourself of all possibility of suspicion by 
simply stating everything you know of the 
business that took that man to Fort-Dundas 
on Monday. You know him, you say ' 

' I didn't say it,' said the man cautiously ; 
*but I don't mind tellin' you that I do 
know him.' 

* His name, then ?' 

^ His name is Samuel Phillips.' 

* What is his business ?' 
'He's a sailor.' 
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* Oh, then, it is he who wears the large 
earrings T 

* How do you know that ?' Little asked, 
exhibiting the greatest possible alarm. 

* Oh, we know a good deal about the 
affair/ said Mactier, smiling ; * but we want 
to know more. He had a grey jacket, had 
he not ? and he had a blue-and-white 
checked handkerchief ?' 

Little was evidently agitated. The fact 
was, he had, out of mere cunning and 
aversion, given a false name to Mactier, and 
it now seemed to him that the captain knew 
everything about the man whom he had 
called Phillips, and that he (Little) would 
get into trouble through his duplicity. But, 
with the obstinacy of his dogged nature, he 
refused to confess. 

* Since you know so much about him, 
what's the use o' comin' to me T 

* Because I don't know enough. You 
say his name is Samuel Phillips, and that 
on Monday last he travelled with you in 
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your boat from Carron. Where did you 
leave him ?' 

' At MaryhilL' 

' When r 

* On the same evening.' 

. * Now, mind what you say, Bob Little, 
for this is a serious affair. Do you know 
where he is now ?' 

This was in reality the testing question 
which Mactier had come to put ; he held 
up his finger wamingly, touching his lips 
with the leaden knob of his harmless-look- 
ing but deadly cane, whilst anxiously he 
waited for the reply which would fall from 
the man's hps. 

* I do know,' said Little, with a dogged 
decision ; * he is in Liverpool, and he'll sail 
to-morrow morning, or the next day, for 
Australia.' 

Certainly this news was sufficient to 
awaken all Mactier's energy and eagerness. 

* In what ship ?' 

' The Qumn Adelaide^ I think, but I'm 
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not sure on the name. However, you'll 
easily get him, if you want him; but I tell 
you he had more hand in that business than 
I had.' 

' We shall see about that/ said Mactier 
reflectively ; * and meanwhile there is not 
a moment to be lost.' 

He turned to Little. 

*Now/ said he, *you must take care not 
to breathe a syllable to a human being of 
what we two have been talking about. You 
have been of great service to me, and I 
shall not forget you. Will you come and 
have a dram now ?' 

* I can't very well leave the boat, sir,' 
said Little ; * but if you'll give me some- 
thing to drink your honour's health 
with ' 

Mactier gave him a half-crown, and 
immediately went to prepare for his journey 
to Liverpool, not very sure how much to 
believe of what the surly, suspicious boat- 
man had told him. 
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He went round by the police-station^ and 
finding Inspector Speirs there, learned from 
him all that had occurred during his 
absence. The rapid strides Hadden had 
made astonished him ; but after the whole 
matter had been explained, with the cir- 
cumstance of Tavendale's arrest, he simply 
shrugged his shoulders, and remarked drily 
— ^not without a shade of envy, for he was 
really impressed by what he heard : 

* Sly Jock will prove too sly for his own 
good some day. Good-night ; 111 be back 
the day after to-morrow, I expect, and then 
we'll see who has got the right end of the 
stick.' 

* Dogged as ever,' thought the inspector, 
as his chief departed on his important 
mission. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

WHAT CAN IT MEAN? 

Early on the following morning (Saturday) 
all the witnesses who were known or sup- 
posed to be able to give any information in 
regard to the Port-Dundas mystery were 
summoned to appear at the Chambers of the 
Sheriff, Mr. Lyon, on Monday. There was 
to be precognition of witnesses, and Robert 
Cargill, the millionnaire, and his daughter 
Catherine, were summoned amongst the 
rest. The summons was the first intima- 
tion Mr. Cargill received of his nephew's 
position, and when it arrived he was still 
in the breakfast-room with Kate. 

Neither father nor daughter had again 
referred to the unpleasant subject of the 
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previous day's Qonversation ; but each was 
conscious that it was uppermost in the 
other's thoughts. Eate was pale, silent, and 
sad ; her father was irritable to a degree, 
and he seemed to have aged more during 
the past night than he had done during the 
last ten years. 

His hair had grown white, his features 
pinched, and the lines under his eyes and 
about his mouth had become deeper and 
darker. He started with an expression of 
alarm even before he had touched the blue, 
legal-looking document which the attendant 
presented to him on a silver salver. 

Controlling himself, however, he took 
the paper and opened it. On doing so, the 
summons for Kate dropped out. The at- 
tendant picked it up, and presented it to his 
master. 

All the strength of his proud nature was 
required at the moment he rapidly perused 
the document to keep down the exclamations 
which rose in his throat. But he succeeded 
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SO far as to display no other sign of emotion 
than a nervous spasm of the thin lips. 

With his hand he signalled the attendant 
to withdraw ; and when the man had gone, 
the millionnaire, clutching the paper spas- 
modically, sunk on a chair, covering his 
face with his hand. 

Kate had been standing near the window, 
apparently gazing out on the garden terrace ; 
but in truth she had been observing her 
father. Instinct, or the result of the strong 
grasp the subject had obtained on her mind, 
led her to associate her father's present 
agitation with the revelation of Sarah Bur- 
nett. 

Bowed down in the shame of his sin, the 
great man was a spectacle so pitiable to her, 
that her heart yearned over him, and she 
felt as if at that moment she revered him 
more than she had ever done, although she 

was doomed to suffer so cruelly for his 

« 

guilt. 

She wished to help him — she wished to 
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80othe his pain ; but she did not know how. 
At length, softly : 

* Has anything happened ?' 

She was interrupted. The sound of her 
voice seemed to have startled him from a 
trance, and he rose hastily to his feet. 
Frowning, he paced the floor with quick 
agitated steps. 

She did not move from her position — 
she could not move, for his anger and 
emotion frightened her, and she watched 
him timidly. 

* I told you that the woman, Jean 
Gorbal, was dead,' he said, in a low 
vehement tone, whilst he continued his 
promenade ; * but I did not tell you that — 
she had been murdered !' 

Startling as the revelation was to her in 

itself, something in his manner, something 

in his tone, sent an inexplicable thrill to 

her hearty and her eyes became fixed on 

his face. 

' Murdered !' 

13—2 



196 A HARD KNOT. 

Her lips formed the word, but her 
tongne uttered no sound. Her whole 
frame quivered under the terrible sus- 
picion which flashed through her mind. 

With a subdued scream she sprang away 
from the horrible thought, and clutched his 
arm desperately. 

* What does it mean T she gasped 
wildly. 

His own agitation seemed for the mo- 
ment to be quelled by hers, as the boom of 
cannon is drowned in the roll of thunder, 
for so much stronger, deeper, seemed the 
passion of the girl than that of the 
man. 

* Why do you look so strangely at me, 
child?' he said sharply, and avoiding her 
eyes ; then, with an apparent effort, meet- 
ing her gaze : ^ A man has been arrested, 
charged with the crime.' 

Her hands relaxed their grip slowly, 
her eyes drooped, and she drew a long 
breath, as of intense relief. She flushed. 
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as if ashamed of the momentary suspicion 
which had forced itself upon her. 

As if divining and pitjdng her thought, 
he took her hands and exclaimed : 

' You are perplexed hy my agitation, 
when only yesterday I seemed to be glad 

that — ^that ' he faltered, a little despite 

himself — * that the woman was out of the 
way. But you have not asked me why I 
am agitated ; you have not asked me who 
has been arrested/ 

' It cannot be any friend of ours,' she 
said quickly, her thoughts dartmg from one 
terror to another. 

* It is a near friend — Alick Tavendale.' 

Staggering backward from him, she flung 
up her arms as if to shield herself from a 
blow. 

It was the father's turn to gaze as- 
tounded at the daughter; but there was 
also in his gaze a curious expression of 
wrath at the confirmation of a suspicion 
long entertained. 
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As if she had been petrified by his 
announcement, she stood white and motion- 
less, her eyes starting from her head. 
There was a stiUness in the room, oppres- 
sive as the momentary pause of the storm 
just ''before it bursts. 

A low wailing pitiable cry, like that of a 
child dying in acute pain, and she said, 
wringing her hands, swaying her body to 
and fro : 

* Ah, why — why did I tell him ? — why 
did I tell him ? But he is innocent, he 
is innocent, and you must save him.' 

The latter words were uttered in a fierce 
outburst of passionate conviction. 

The father's brow was dark, and his tone 
harsh as he responded : 

^ What have you told him ?' 

* All — all ! It was my duty. But he 
is innocent — innocent, I say, and you 
must save him.' 

* You have yourself condemned him.^ 

* I ? — ah no, ah no ! don't say that,' 
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she cried, with pitiable sobs, and wring- 
ing her hands — ' don't say that, for I am 
his wife, and I love him, and I had to tell 
him — ^my husband !' 

^ Your husband !' thundered the father 
but his wrath was checked, for she had 
fallen forward on a couch, and blood was 
running from her mouth. 



CHAPTEK XV. 

A woman's confession. 

Furious and astounded as he was by his 
daughter's confession, the spectacle of her 
prostration stifled the passionate words 
which had risen in the father's throat. A 
second he stood as one who is paralysed 
at the moment when every nerve is strung 
to unnatural strength by frenzy. With 
hand half raised, as if he had been about 
to curse her, mouth partly open, and eyes 
starting from their sockets, he stood dumbly 
staring upon her as she lay helplessly 
moaning on the couch, with the red spots 
marking the cushion. 

She had not fainted ; she had been 
dazed, bewildered, overwhelmed by the 
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distress of her position, and the necessity 
which called forth her confession ; bat she 
had not lost consciousness through it all. 
It would have been a glad relief to the 
poor girl if she had swooned ; indeed, at 
the moment, in the bitterness of her heart, 
she prayed that she might die. 

But she neither swooned nor died ; and 
she lay so enfeebled by her cruel excite- 
ment, that she had scarcely strength to 
move a limb; but all the while she was 
conscious that her father, dumb-stricken 
with indignation and scorn for her guilt, 
was gazing upon her, learning, as she 
fancied, to hate her. 

The power of speech seemed to have 
left her, for although she longed to cry 
out to him to pity and forgive her, the 
tongue would not utter any sound, and the 

words faded in her brain unuttered. 

« 

Mr. Cargill started as one from a night- 
mare, with a half-suppressed cry on his 
lips. An expression of terror flitted across 
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his visage, and he hastily rung the 
beU. 

Instead of waiting until the servant 
entered the room, he hastened to the 
door, and passed out to the hall, as if to 
prevent the inquisitive eyes of the atten- 
dant observing the condition of Eate, and 
so providing matter for gossiping tongues. 

"When the door closed behind him, Kate 
feebly attempted to rise ; she thought he 
had gone away from her unable to endure 
her presence, and she wanted to call him 
back. But she could scarcely move, and 
she could not speak at all. 

She was relieved of this dread imme- 
diately. As soon as Mr. Cargill had 
directed one attendant to hasten in search 
of Dr. Lawson, the local surgeon, and 
another to send Miss Cargill's maid, Easton, 
he returned to his daughter. 

Bending over her with his hard features 
fixed and expressionless, although pale and 
pinched-like, he wiped her lips with a 
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handkerchief, and raised her to a sitting 
posture. Piteously the poor girl's eyes were 
raised to his face, as if to seek there some 
gleam of pardon or sympathy. But they 
found no response, not one ray of light to 
break the darkness that had fallen upon 
her ; nothing to indicate in the faintest 
manner how he was to treat her, now that he 
knew her to be the wife of his ungrateful 
nephew — the wife of a man who was at that 
moment lying in gaol under the most serious 
of all charges with which the law has to 
deal. 

He observed her look, however, and spoke 
in a cold, unsympathetic tone : 

* Do not say a word. I believe you have 
burst a bloodvessel, and speaking will only 
aggravate it. I can wait for whatever you 
may have to say. Obey, and be silent.' 

Her head dropped on her breast as Easton 
presented herself. The waiting woman 
glanced quickly at the two figures, and a 
light in her eyes denoted that she, by the 
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help of some previous acquaintance with 
Kate's affairs, had at once comprehended the 
nature of what had passed. But, like a 
discreet woman, she masked her knowledge 
under a show of the greatest alarm for her 
young mistress. She ran towards the couch, 
raising her arms, and apparently about to 
give vent to her feelings of alarm in an 
exclamation of some sort. 

* Stop !' said Mr. Cargill sternly, and the 
discreet woman stopped, holding her head 
down, >s if ashamed of her want of self, 
control in the presence of a millionnaire; but, 
at the same time, she was slyly glancing 
from father to daughter, in the effort to dis- 
cover anything that might be amiss besides 
what she suspected. 

* You are a sensible woman, Easton,' said 
the great man, in his cold hard voice. 

< I hope so, sir,' was the modest response. 

* Then you will understand me when I 
tell you that I do not wish any more noise 
made about Miss Cargill's indisposition than 
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is necessary. You know that I dislike fuss 
of any sort, and I dislike gossiping tongues 
still more/ 

* Yes, sir.' 

' Your mistress has got a slight cold, and 
I have commanded her to retire to her 
chamber, and there wait the arrival of the 
doctor. Miss Cargill is not seriously ill^ 
you understand, only weak.' 

* I understand, sir.' 

* I trust that I may find you do. Come^ 
Kate, are you able to walk with my as- 
sistance ?' 

He placed his arm round her waist, and 
raised her to her feet. She leaned heavily 
upon him, and without his support she 
seemed unable to stand. 

* Can you walk as far as your room T he 
asked. 

An effort to do so was the only answer. 
With her father's help on one side, and 
Easton's on the other, she succeeded in keep- 
ing her feet as far as her own chamber. 
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Then Mr. Cargill quitted her, and Easton 
rapidly disrobed her, and helped her into 
bed. 

Kate had not uttered any word yet ; and 
Easton murmured to herself innumerable 
little exclamations of commiseration, in the 
hope of being able to obtain speech from 
her mistress, and by that means restore a 
little of the animation she had apparently 
lost entirely, and gratify her own curiosity 
at the same time. 

But all her efforts were in vain ; an occa- 
sional low heart-bursting sob was the only 
sound to whi6h Kate gave vent. When she 
lay down in bed, it was with the helpless 
submission of a child so weak that no move- 
ment of its own will was possible. 

Easton bustled about the apartment, 
arranging everything for the reception of 
the doctor, and muttering all the while to 
herself. 

Dr. Lawson arrived. He was a little 
stout man, with a round, healthful, smiling 
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conntenance. He had been on varions 
occasions summoned to Mavisbank, and, 
although not yet acknowledged the family 
physician, he counted upon obtaining that 
desirable position in the household of the 
millionnaire by zeal and * strict attention to 
business/ 

He was a good-natured little man, how- 
ever, and, under any circumstances, would 
have been just as attentive to a patient so 
interestmg as the pale bonnie Katie, as he 
was now with the large prospect referred to 
before him. 

He looked somewhat grave for the first few 
seconds, but brightened as he proceeded in 
his examination, and, conversing cheerily 
with the patient, or rather to her, for he 
would not allow her to attempt to speak, he 
proceeded with the various arrangements 
requisite to stop the bleeding, and that he 
effected before he left her. 

A brief conversation with Easton enabled 
him to understand enough for his purpose ; 
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and after an hour had elapsed he gave the 
woman certain instructions, which she was 
to observe carefully till he returned in the 
evening. Then he proceeded downstairs, 
and on his way a domestic stopped him, 
and informed him that Mr. Oargill desired 
his presence for a few moments. 

Mr. Cargill was pacing the floor, with 
hands clasped tightly behind him, when the 
doctor was shown into the room. He 
received him in a cold stately fashion, and 
immediately desired to know the true con- 
dition of the patient. 

* Some small blood-vessel given way, 
sir/ replied the doctor quietly ; * but as the 
bleeding has ceased there is no danger, 
unless ' 

* Well, sir, proceed.' 

' Unless anything should arise to cause 
excessive mental excitement, when I should 
say there would be very great danger to the 
patient's life.' 

Mr. Cargill's thin lips moved spasmodi- 
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cally, and he made half-a-dozen short quick 
steps towards the window before speaking. 
Then, without raising his head or lifting his 
eyes from the floor : 

^ Suppose it is necessary that she should 
be required to give an explanation of certain 
private matters of importance to herself and 
to me, when — on what day — at what hour, 
will she be strong enough for one to venture 
to speak with her on such matters ?' 

' You may venture, sir, at any moment, 
but for the result I cannot be answerable/ 

* Is she so very weak ?' 

^ She has been for the last ten days, or 
more, rapidly sinking into a hopeless state 
of debility, as a consequence of excessive 
mental anxiety.' 

[ Thank you. I will leave her in your 
hands.' 

The doctor bowed, and retired. 

Mr. Oargill did not quit the house that 
day, or the next. He remained in the 
library alone, perturbed and almost despair- 
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ing ; but in the presence of anyone, cold, 
hard, and indifferent. Easton visited him 
every hour with intelligence of the progress 
of the patient. On Sunday evening the 
doctor himself said that she had improved 
so rapidly that he was quite amazed. He 
could not say that he was satisfied, for he 
was afraid that the improvement was only 
apparent, and produced by nervous eager- 
ness concerning something about to happen. 

The millionnaire shrank from these words, 
for they reminded him of what was about 
to happen. To-morrow, Alick Tavendale 
was to be examined before the Sheriff, and 
all the long-concealed sin was to be raked 
out of the past, and exposed to the eyes of 
the world. 

He remained in the study throughout the 
evening, and in the dark; for when the 
attendant had come to light the gas, he 
bade him, in a sharper tone than usual, to 
go away, and not disturb him again, unless 
the bell rang. 
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So up till eleven o'clock Mr. Oargill re- 
mained in the dark, communing with his 
own heart. What the proud man suffered 
— how the flesh was scourged and the 
spirit racked for the sin that had found him 
out, none might know — ^whatever happened, 
whatever the world might say — ^however 
much those whose smiles he valued — ^and 
they were not many-might scorn him, the 
pride of the man was strong enough 
to present a placid and unflinching sur- 
face. 

The wound was deep, hut the black cloth 
of respectability covered it from the eye, 
and none might gaze upon it. 

That was evident, when Easton tapped 
at the door, and receiving a sharp per- 
mission to enter, presented herself, light 
in hand, as if she had been made aware, by 
some of the servants, that Mr. Cargill was 
in the dark. 

His eyes wavered a little under the flash 
of the light ; but that over, he regarded 
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her with his ordinary look of dignified 
reserve. 

*Miss Cargill has sent me for you, sir/ 
she said respectfully. 

He started slightly, despite himself, and 
hesitated, as if doubtful whether to coniply 
with the desire of Kate or not. 

* Say I will be with her presently/ he 
said, at length, rising slowly from his seat. 

Easton hurried away with the message, 
and she was followed immediately by her 
master. She had scarcely arranged the 
pillows of the bed, so as to enable Kate to 
sit upright, when Mr. Cargill entered. 

He motioned Easton to retire, and that 
worthy lady, much against her will, was 
compelled to obey. 

Then he closed the door after her, bolted 
it, and drew the porcelain ' lappet ' over the 
key-hole, so that no prying eyes might see 
anything in the room. He advanced slowly 
to the bed, where Katie lay watching his 
singular movements. 
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She was quite calm now — ^no tears or 
sobs — only the sweet white face, worn and 
pinched as with years of suffering. A little 
flush of painful surprise at the appearance 
of her father was the only emotion she dis- 
played. Otherwise she was calm as himself. 

Her surprise was excited by observing 
that his hair had grown perfectly white 
since the previous day, and the lines about 
the mouth and eyes had deepened as with 
age. 

He touched her brow with his lips, form- 
ally and coldly, to all outward seeming ; but 
she felt his lips trembling on her brow, and 
she knew how much love there was for her 
under his stem exterior. 

He stood erect before her, waiting for her 
to speak, the while his pale sunken eyes 
narrowly scanned her features, to descry 
how much she had suffered. 

*' Turn the light away, papa,' she said 
feebly ; * it hurts my eyes.' 

Silently he complied, and resumed his 
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place by her side, drawing the curtain round 
the bed so as stiU further to shield her from 
the light. 

Her little hand crept into his, and her 
head was laid on his shoulder, just as she 
remembered doing — ay, he remembered it 
too — ^when she had been a child, and wholly 
unconscious of any austerity or coldness on 
his part. In that position, and with that 
memory, tears came very quietly to the 
relief of her parched eyes, and stealing 
softly down her cheeks, gave vent to the 
over-pent anguish of the girl's mind. And 
by-and-by, since he would not speak, she 
was obliged to begin herself. 

* Are you very angry with me, papa V 

* Angry, my child ?' he faltered huskily, 
for the man's wrath had cooled during the 
thu^y hours or so which had elapsed since 
their previous conversation. 

* You cannot help being angry,' she said 
softly, but quite steadily, and her voice ob- 
tained even a degree of firmness as she pro- 
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ceeded. 'And I deserve your anger. I 
deceived you — ^you, who had been always 
good and kind to me. I agreed to do that 
which I knew would vex you, and all because 
I was a weak silly girl, who had not sufficient 
faith in your love to trust that you would do 
everything, consent to anything, that could 
make me happy/ 

* I have always tried to do that.' 

*I know it, dear father. And why do 
you not speak angrily to me — why do you 
not scold me as you were going to do when 
I first told you ?' 

He made no answer. 

* You are waiting until I am well enough 
to hear what you have to say — ^is not that 
why you are silent ?' she went on. 

' No, child, no !' 

* What, then — ^have you already forgiven 
me ? Have you already forgiven him ?' 

A pause; and then, whilst he laid his 
hand on her head, as if to make sure that 
she should not raise her eyes to his face : 
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* Tell me how it all happened.' 
' I — I don't know how it came about/ 
she answered confusedly. * But, you know, 
Alick and I were often together; and he 
had no friends but us ; and you were always 
so stem with him, that I was sorry for him, 
and tried always to please him ; and then I 
found that — that I cared a great deal for 
him, and I was frightened. Then we used 
to meet often in secret, so that the servants 
might not gossip about our — love.' 

* I see, I see ; and you would not trust 
me T muttered the old man regretfully. 

' It was Alick who was most afraid of 
you; for you- know that you were never 
kind and gentle with him, as you have been 
with me — as you are now.' 

* But I have been a true friend to him, 
and grati but go on, child, go on.' 

' He had learned by some means that you 
wished — Mr. Lyon to become my husband. 
That drove him to desperation, and he pleaded 
with me to marry him secretly, so as to 
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make him feel safe and happy, till he might 
obtain some means of proving to yon that 
he was worthy to become yonr son.' 

*Ahr 

The ejaculation was that of one who ob- 
tains some striking confirmation of a con- 
viction. 

* When you went to London, three weeks 
ago, he urged me again to take this step. 
I did not think it necessary; only he was 
so unhappy when I asked him to let me 
speak to you, that I desisted for the time. 
Then came Sarah Burnett, and that was 
what caused me to agree to his proposal ' 

* How was that^ — how was that ?' 

' Sarah's revelation dismayed me very 
much. You were away. I could not write 
to you about it. My heart grew sick when 
I touched a pen with the thought of writing 
to you. I had no friend to relieve me in 
such a moment ; there was no one I could 
trust but — but the man who was to be my 
husband. I thought it necessary for him to 
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fcoow it ; for I dared not become his wife 
until he understood my true position ; so I 
told him all/ 

' Well ?— and he ?' 

* Proved himself all that I had believed 
him to be. He urged me, with more earnest- 
ness than ever, to become his wife at once, 
without waiting to tell you — ^without hesi- 
tating to consider anything. I tried to show 
him how he might injure his own prospects 
by a union with one placed in such a sad 
position as myself. But he would listen to 
nothing, and at last I yielded ; for I love 
him, father, and I know that he is good and 
true/ 

* Where were you married T he asked, 
' At the Victoria Hotel, by license/ 

' Who were the witnesses ?' 

' Easton, and one of the waiters.' 

' You have a certificate T 

* It is in my desk. The key is in the 
pocket of that dress hanging on the handle 
of the wardrobe.' 
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He went to the dress, proonred the key, 
and, the desk having heen hrought into the 
bedroom by Eatie since it had become the 
keeper of the precious document, her father 
in a few moments had the certificate in his 
hand. 

He examined it minutely, and then care- 
fully placed it in his pocket-book. 

She had been watching his every move- 
ment with intense eagerness, trying to learn 
something of his thought from his visage ; 
and she failed. He advanced to her side 
again. 

* Shall I tell you now why I am not 
angry with you, Eatie ?' he said, in a weary 
voice. 

' Yes, if you will.' 

He laid his hands on her head gently, 
and an expression of pain and sorrow 
now dawned in his eyes whilst he 
spoke: 

^ Because, my poor child, I have had 
time to think, and I know what a puny 
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worthless thing my wrath is in the face 
of that which you have to suffer. The 
pnnishment of my sin is hard to bear, 
but the punishment of yours comes more 
swiftly/ 

* What is it you mean ? Speak !' 

He had hesitated, but he complied with 
her appeal. 

* You love this man — ^you have secretly 
married him ; and, in doing so, you have 
supplied a motive for the crime with which 
he is charged.* 

* But you — ^you/ she interrupted wildly, 
*you do not — ^you cannot — ^believe him 
guilty r 

* I know nothing. You have supplied a 
motive for the crime, which would have 
been wholly absent, had he remained simply 
my dependent nephew ; but as the secret 
husband of my daughter, men will say 
that, to secure her position as my heiress, 
and to give himself a claim upon me, per- 
haps, he perpetrated this crime. Men will 
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say that, and it will be hard to disprove 
it/ 

' But it is false — ^false ! Ah I father, 
can you believe ?n^. capable of such a thing? 
Till you can believe that, trust me, he is 
guiltless as you are yourself.' 

* Heaven only knows the truth !' he re- 
plied, with a perceptible shudder. 

* But you do not dovht V she cried, almost 
with a shriek. 

a am not his judge.' 
A low, piteous moan, and she sank back 
on the pillows. 

* I see now — I see now ! I have ruined 
him — I who love him so !' 

^ Hush ! hush ! be calm ! Mr. Lyon and 
the doctor will arrange so that you will 
not require to attend the examination to- 
morrow.' 

' But I must go — I must save him I' 

* What can be done for him I will do. 
Be silent — ^be hopeful, if you can. Good- 
night.' 
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Again he touched her brow with his lips; 
but this time the austerity had faded from 
his manner, and he was gentle with her as a 
woman might have been. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

AN OBSTINATE CLIENT. 

The miserable fate of Jean Gorbal, the 
mystery in which the circumstances were 
shrouded, and the rumours which had spread 
like wildfire, involving certain persons of 
position and influence in the affair, had 
excited the curiosity and horror of the city, 
and especially of Port-Dundas, to an extra- 
ordinary degree. 

Consequently, on Monday morning there 
was a crowd about the door of the Sheriff's 
Chambers at an early hour. The excitement 
of the mass which lingered about the doors 
was kept in bounds by the constables, who, 
however, had hard work to obtain a clear 
passage to the door for the various witnesses 
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in the inquiry of the day. The crowd 
swayed and shouted, laughed and jested, as 
is the custom of crowds, even when the life 
of a fellow-creature is in peril. 

The Fiscal was engaged in earnest con- 
sultation with Sheriflf Lyon. 

Alick Tavendale was pale, but collected 
and firm. With as much ease as if he had 
been sitting in his own room, and no such 
serious question as the present involving his 
life was about to be raised, he conversed 
in an undertone with his agent, who spoke 
in a whisper, earnestly urging something 
upon him which he rejected. 

Indeed, of the two, the agent looked 
most like the criminal, for he was nervously 
earnest. This, however, was attributable 
to the fact that he was a young man, and 
this was the first important case in which 
be had been engaged, so that it was of the 
utmost consequence to his future prospects 
to bring off his client scathless, and he 
had taken great pains to obtain permission 



AN OBSTINATE CUENT. 225 

from the Sheri£f to be present at the 
examination. 

Mr. Lawrence Hewitt had been ac- 
quainted with the prisoner, and immediately 
on learning that he had been arrested on 
this grave charge, he had hastened to him, 
and insisted upon bemg entrusted with the 
case. Tavendale had agreed to that, de- 
claring at the same time that he was so 
confident his innocence would be apparent 
as soon as the inquiry had been opened 
that he had not intended to seek any legal 
aid- 
Mr. Hewitt, however, was determined 
that he should have the utmost help the 
law^could afford, and had already retained 
one of the leading counsel of the circuit on 
behalf of his friend. He set himself to 
work with unexampled zeal, and although 
he had as yet failed to obtain anything 
conclusive in favour of his client, that 
was because he had been allowed so little 
time, and because the prisoner himself 
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afforded him scant assistance in his in- 
qniries. 

* For heaven's sake,' Mr. Hewitt was 
whispering now, eagerly, * be Sensible at 
the last moment. Give me some means of 
prpving where you were on the evening of 
the murder, for upon that everything will 
depend/ 

* I tell you there is no need,' replied 
Tavendale quietly and decisively. ' I have 
reasons — serious reasons — ^for not wishing 
my whereabouts on that evening to be 
known. If you can't get on without that 
knowledge — ^well, then, you must throw up 
the case, and I will be as grateful to you as 
if you had carried it out.' 

* Are you mad ?' muttered Hewitt, unable 
to conceal his annoyance at this obstinacy 
at such a moment. 

* I hope not.' 

' Then do you not see that if I throw 
up the case it will be a direct acknowledg- 
ment on my part and yours of your guilt V 
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Tavendale looked him straight in the 
face. 

* Do you suspect me ?' he asked quietly ; 
* for if you do, I would rather meet what- 
ever danger there may be in your drawing 
off than have you go on.' 

* It is not my business to suspect ; my 
business is to prove you innocent, or, at 
any rate, to prevent others proving you 
guilty ; but I warn you that you are adding 
difficulties to a case which is difficult enough 
in itself.' 

* I can't help that ; I will not say where 
I was on Monday evening.' 

With a dissatisfied expression, Mr. Hewitt 
turned to the table, and busied himself 
amongst the various documents which he 
produced from his green bag. 

The case proceeded. The first testi- 
mony received was that of Inspector Speirs 
and the constables, detailing in what manner 
the xmfortunate woman Jean Gorbal had 
been found. 

15—2 
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Then followed witnesses whose evidence 
tended to show that the prisoner had been 
seen entering the deceased's house on the 
Friday before the crime ; and that he had 
been seen at Port-Dundas on the afternoon 
of the day of the murder. 

Mrs. Marshall, Tavendale's landlady, and 
her servant, Lizzie Dunn, testified to the 
singular conduct of the prisoner during the 
three days preceding and the three days 
succeeding the date of the crime. They 
spoke with evident reluctance, and the land- 
lady was even in tears ; for the Rodger had 
succeeded in obtaining the esteem of her 
household. 

Inspector Speirs presented the various 
articles which had been found in Taven- 
dale's apartments. The woman had been 
killed by being stabbed in the back with 
some three-cornered instrument like a foil. 
There was one of Tavendale's foils broken, 
and the pointed portion of it could not be 
found. Prisoner had declared that he had 



AN OBSTINATE CLIENT. 229 

broken the foil accidentally one morning 
whilst bending it ; he had laid the broken 
parts together on a side-table ; he had not 
thought of it again until he saw it in the 
detective's hands, and then he could not 

« 

think how the missing portion had disap- 
peared, as everybody in the house declared 
they had not touched it. 

Beneath the nails of deceased had been 
found certain particles of grey kid gloves. 
Here were a pair of grey kid gloves, scratched 
and torn, as if the person who had been 
wearing them had been engaged in a struggle 
with some one. They were the gloves of 
the accused. 

From the garden of the house at Port- 
Dundas had been brought a clod of earth, 
in which was punctured a hole by the point 
of an umbrella having a patent ferrule. 
Here was the prisoner's umbrella, on the 
point of which still remained marks of 
earth. It had a patent ferrule, and it 
fitted the hole in the clod of earth exactly. 
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Again, a man's footprint had been mea- 
sured in the garden, and although the 
measurement might be considered defective, 
yet here were a pair of the prisoner's boots 
with which the measurement agreed to a 
quarter of an inch. These boots hpA been 
wet, and had shrunk whilst being dried at 
a fire. 

As these striking items were one by one 
adduced, each seeming to point more dis- 
tinctly than the other to the prisoner as the 
guilty one, Tavendale did not lose his pre- 
sence of mind, although his agent winced 
inwardly, and held down his head over his 
papers. The accused remained calm as at 
first, although he became a shade paler. 

The commotion outside was excessive, 
and was only subdued by the strenuous 
exertions of the constables. Distorted ex- 
planations passed rapidly from mouth tb 
mouth, and many eyes were opened wide 
with horror at the atrocity of the prisoner, 
which was understood by those impulsive 
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judges to have been quite decided by the 
evidence of somebody. 

In the lobby of the chambers excitement 
also prevailed. Witnesses who had yet 
to be called, and the officials, were loiter- 
ing about, discussing the probabilities of 
the result of the present examination. The 
worst for the accused was anticipated. 

But there was one who had only recently 
forced a way into the hall, who was silent, 
and kept apart from the rest. She had 
been closely veiled, but having taken her 
position by a side door, when the murmur 
of the inspector's voice was first heard, she 
threw the veil back, in her eagerness to 
catch every sound that might in any way 
indicate how the investigation progressed. 

The veil being raised revealed the white 
distracted face of Kate Cargill. 

Fevered, tortured, and bewildered by the 
thoughts which visited her as she had lain 
on her bed, with every nerve tense-strung 
with anticipations of the events of the day 
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upon which her husband's life was staked, 
she had sprung with unnatural energy from 
her bed. Easton tried to persuade her to 
remain still, but in vain. Despite the 
doctor's warning— despite her father's com- 
mands — she would not, she could not, lie 
there, thinking of what was being done in 
the city, and make no effort to be near her 
husband in the hour of his trial. 

Easton was a discreet person, and she 
saw that it was useless to attempt to stay 
her; so she ordered the brougham, and 
accompanied her mistress to the precincts of 
the chambers. Then Kate had jumped 
from the carriage, and, weak as she was, 
she made a way through the crowd and 
reached the lobby. 

When she comprehended that the testi- 
mony was to the prisoner's disadvantage, 
she clutched the handle of the door feverishly 
for support whilst she bent her ear closer, 
with the feeble hope of discovering that she 
had been mistaken. 
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At that moment she heard the low, steady 
voice of Sarah Burnett. 

' Miss Cargill — Kate — my sister I Why 
are you here ? You are ill, and this agita- 
tion will kill you/ 

Half turning her face, and hastily mo- 
tioning her away with her disengaged hand, 
Kate rejoined faintly : 

' Don't speak — don't speak! Go away; 
you do not know how much I have at 
stake.' 

Sarah made a movement, as if about to 
draw her away from the place, when a police- 
man summoned her to the Sheriff's pre- 
sence. 

She looked quickly round, as if the gruff- 
ness of the man's voice or the novelty of 
the position had alarmed her. Besides, she 
observed the quick glance of amaze and sus- 
picion which Kate flashed upon her, and she 

hesitated to leave her sister in her present 
state of anguish, with all the curious eyes 
of the loungers in the lobby fixed upon her. 
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A second time her name was called. 

*Fcfr pity's sake, Miss Cargill, come 
away from this place !' she said hurriedly, 
seizing her hand, as if to drag her away ; 
\ at least retire to some place where your 
agitation may be unobserved.' 

Kate snatched her hand from Sarah'^ 
grasp, and hastily re-covered her face with 
the veil, but without moving from the 
spot. 

^ It is my husband's life that is at stake. 
Would you have, me hide in some comer 
whilst they are murdering him ?' she said 
fiercely. 

' Your husband !' exclaimed Sarah, draw- 
ing back. 

*Ay — my husband.' 

A third time Sarah's name was called, 
and she could not now delay to express 
sympathy or surprise. Agitated and con- 
fused, she entered and took her place in 
front of the large table. 
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Kate, in the great agony of suspense, was 
wholly unconscious of the curious eyes 
which rested upon her — pityingly, to be 
sure, for even those most accustomed to 
such scenes could not look upon that fair 
young face, with its palHd terror, and not 
feel the heartstrings tighten and the breath 
come quickly. 

She did not see them — she did not hear 
their whisperings ; she was sensible of 
nothing, save the subdued murmur of voices 
which reached her ears from the interior of 
the chamber as the low plashing of waves 
on a shingly beach afar off. Once, twice, 
and again she thought of entering, and only 
the sense of her own utter weakness checked 
her, and kept her in the lobby. 

She knew that she could not look upon 
her husband, standing there before the man 
upon whose words his life, as she thought, 
depended, with the eyes of the people turned 
upon him as a criminal, and preserve the 
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little strength she had left. No ; she must 
harbour that strength to learn his fate. 
And so she remained there, .clutching at the 
door-handle for support— listening, listening 
with every nerve tense-strung. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

SABAH's EVIDiSNOE. 

The eyes of the Sheriflf and the Fiscal were 
turned to Sarah, who now stood with head 
bowed meekly, and hands clasped tightly, 
as one waiting submissively to undergo an 
ordeal. She had not looked at the prisoner ; 
the information she had just received from 
Eate seemed to have impressed her with 
the dread that what she would have to say 
might in some fatal manner influence the 
fate of her sister's husband. 

She was examined by the Fiscal. 

* You knew the deceased, Jean Gorbal ?' 

' Yes, she was my nurse, but during the 
last two years I saw her very seldom.' 

' Why was that ?' 
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* She was addicted to drink, and every 
time she saw my mother she caused her 
agitation, and more than once made her 
very ill for several days after an interview.' 

* What was the subject of these inter- 
views ?' 

Sarah was evidently agitated by the ques- 
tion, as if she felt that they were approach- 
ing the unhappy family secret. 

^ Go on. Miss Burnett,' said Sheriff Lyon 
encouragingly. 

' I was not allowed to be present at their 
interviews, and all I heard was merely a 
portion of the conversation when I was 
leaving the room or returning to it,' she 
responded feelingly. 

' Well, what did the conversation, so far 
as you heard, seem to concern ?' queried the 
Fiscal. 

^ Money at times, and at other times it 
related to a family matter with which Jean 
Gorbal, as my nurse, was associated.' 

^ Speak a little louder, if you please ; and 
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now tell us, do you know what that family 
matter was? Do not hesitate to answer. 
We would not press this question were it 
not that we believe the answer will enable 
us to see what was the character of the 
deceased's private life, and who were her 
friends. Do you know what this matter 
was?' 

* I do.' 

Her voice was not raised above a whisper, 
but the sound was distinctly audible in the 
stillness which prevailed. 

' Tell us what it was, then.' 

Sarah raised her handkerchief to her lips, 
as if to hide her nervous quivering, and 
bowed her head lower than before to conceal 
the crimson shame which overspread her 
features. 

Mr. Hewitt, who had not hitherto by the 
slightest movement recognised her, turned 
his head quickly, as if to see the cause of 
her silence. As quickly he resumed his 
former position, intent upon the various 
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docmnents which lay before him, and the 
memoranda he was making of the evi- 
dence. 

' Must I tell it all T said Sarah, glancing 
appealingly to Mr. Lyon. 

* It is necessary/ said the latter kindly, 
and sympathizing with the distress of the 
witness, for he was already acquainted with 
the miserable story she was required to 
repeat. * Remember, Miss Burnett, that at 
this moment, when a human life is at stake, 
this is no time for reservation of any kind, * 
however delicate may be the subject, or 
however painful it may be to you to refer 
to it/ 

' It is not of myself I am thinking, sir,' 
she said earnestly ; * if only myself were 
concerned, I would not hesitate a moment 
to speak; but the honour and the good 
name of those whom I love and respect are 
involved, and I cannot readily bring myself 
to expose them/ 

^ Justice to the prisoner. Miss Burnett, 
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demands that we should know everything 
connected with the deceased.' 

The SheriflF, commiserating the unhappy 
position of the young girl, who was thus 
called upon to give the particulars of an 
affair, the shame of which she felt as her 
own, although she was really blameless in 
the matter, whispered to the Fiscal, and 
the latter, with a grave movement of his 
head, indicative of assent, said, * Where is 
Mrs. Burnett ?' 

* She is not here, sir/ replied Sarah, 
gradually obtaining a control over her 
emotion. 

' How is that ? She received a sum- 
mons.' 

' Yes, sir; but she is ill.' 

' Dangerously ?' 

^ So dangerously, sir, that the doctor, 
whom I left with her till my return, fears 
that she may not survive twelve hours 
longer. Her mind and body are in a state 
of collapse, so that she can neither speak 
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nor move. Here is the medical certificate, 
sir, showing that to remove her from the 
house would he to kill her, and that to 
attempt to ohtain any evidence from her 
would be useless, as she is incapable of 
speech, even if she could understand the 
questions/ 

^ Was the attack sudden ?' 

^ Very sudden.' 

^ When did it occur ?' 

* On the afternoon of the day on which 
the murder of Jean Gorbal was discovered.' 

* Pray calm yourself, Miss Burnett,' said 
SheriflF Lyon gently, seeing that her emo- 
tion was again likely to overcome her. 
* You will tell us now whether this illness 
had anything to do with the discovery of 
the crime ?' 

^ I believe it had, sir, for it was just after 
dinner, when Mrs. Burnett took up the 
afternoon edition of the paper. I was in 
another part of the house, but I ran to the 
parlour on hearing a loud scream. I found 
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Mrs. Burnett lying on the floor as I entered 
the room, and ^hc moaned in such a way 
that I thought she was choking. I heard 
what she was saying, however, distinctly. 
She was slaying — *' Oh, miserable, wretched 
— wretched woman !" ' 

' Meaning Jean' Gorbal ?' 

' Perhaps so, sir ; but I do not think the 
exclamation referred to her/ 

Mr. Lyon felt his heart bound to his 
throat, as Sarah, with quiet simplicity , made 
this response, for the white face of Katie 
presented itself to his mind. 

' Did you ask the meaning of her words ?' 

^ I was too much agitated at the moment 
to think of anything else than of helping 
her. With the assistance of the servant I 
carried her to the bedroom. In her de- 
lirium she has repeatedly spoken of my 
poor nurse, but she has said nothing co- 
herently, and for the last two days she has 
not spoken at all. The doctor says she is 
sinking. ' 

16—2 
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* Well, then, in her delirium, or at any 
other time, has she ever said anything, or 
hinted anything, that would lead you to 
suppose that Jean Gorbal had enemies ?' 

* No, I cannot remember ever hearing 
anything of the kind.' 

This answer was given with apparent 
constraint, as if the witness were balancing 
the words, uncertain of their truth. 

* Has she ever hinted, or do you know 
from any source, that there was any person 
interested in the death of your nurse ?' 

* No — I Ah, sir, spare me !' 

Sarah shaded her eyes with her hand, 

whilst her breast moved with suppressed sobs. 

Once again Mr. Hewitt turned his head 
quickly toward the witness, and as quickly 
resumed his former position. It was a 
mere cursory glance, as if, in the interests 
of his client, to see how far the manner of 
the witness corroborated the words. 

*You must answer the question, Miss 
Burnett,' said the Sheriflf firmly, resolute 
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to remember his duty as a magistrate, 
however much his own private feelings 
might be lacerated. 

Sarah removed her hand from her eyes, 
which were quite dry, although bright as 
polished steel. Her features, too, were set 
as hard as a mould of steel. She was per- 
fectly cahn now— perfectly quiet and firm. 
She saw, apparently, that evasion was 
worse than useless, for it might harm rather 
than help the cause of Katie's husband. 
The time had come for speech, and however 
much pain she might endure whilst thus 
publicly proclaiming her father's, her sister's 
and her own shame, she would hesitate no 
longer. 

* I do not know anyone who may have 
been interested in her death, but I do know 
that her untimely end has been the source 
of much trouble to me and mine.' 

^ You will explain that.' 

She bowed her head in token of assent ; 
and then, in a clear low voice, and with 
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the utmost lucidity of maimer, she repeated 
the narrative she had already given to John 
Hadden, and which had enabled the de- 
tective to complete the links of the chain 
of evidence implicating the prisoner. Her 
discovery of the letters and the revelation 
of their contents produced a profound sen- 
sation on those present, which was height- 
ened when, at the proper moment, Sarah 
produced the documents .from her pocket, 
stating that she had brought them with her, 
anticipating that she might be compelled 
to show them, and explain their nature. 

Like a flash, suspicion was transferred 
from the prisoner to no less a personage 
than the millionnaire himself. 
^ Sarah was permitted to stand aside. 
She had passed through the ordeal of the 
examination and exposure bravely enough ; 
but now that her attention was no longer 
fixed upon the SheriflF or the Fiscal, she 
became acutely sensitive to the curiosity 
she had excited in those around her. 
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She shrank from their gaze, but she was 
so faint that she had to take a seat. A 
thrill passed over her form when she heard 
the clerk call Mr. Eobert Cargill, and the 
constable at the door repeat the name. 

* Courage, Sarah, my lass ! it will soon 
be over.' 

The words were whispered in her ear by 
the kindly voice of John Hadden. With- 
out raising her head she extended her hand 
to him. 

* Oh, how can I live,' she murmured 
sobbingly, * and all the world made aware 
of my shame!' 

* Hush ! nobody will blame you, lass, 
for what you had no hand in — nobody is 
going to blame you for being bom.' 

* It's not myself I'm thinking about. I 
saw Katie outside there, and my heart aches 
for her, she looked so worn and distracted ; 
and I feel as if I would go mad when I 
think of what I have said and done.' 

* You could not help it, my lass. You 
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must have your rights, and Justice must 
have her rights ; and I saw how hard it was 
for you to speak out, although all the shame 
lay on others, not on you. But you will 
forget' all that when you are installed in 
your true position as the lady of Mavis- 
bank House.' 

She interrupted him by clutching his 
arm spasmodically. 

' I will never obtain that position ; I 
will never accept it unless that man is 
saved.' 

* Who is it you mean — Tavendale ?' 

* Yes — him.' 

* You cannot wish a criminal to escape ?' 

* No, no ; but is he the criminal ?' 
' We are trying to find that out.' 

'No matter; guilty or not guilty, his 

condemnation, will drive me I don't 

know what I will do. I cannot bear to 
think of it, for it will kill poor Katie — she 
who is so good and generous.' 

*And why should it kill her?' asked 
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Hadden, smiling, and trying to relieve her 
gloom. 

* Why ?' she said in a subdued tone, and 
with the air of one who is utterly dis- 
tracted by her own position. ' Because I 
have been one of the main causes of the 
crime, and because he is her husband.' 

' Eh ?— what r 

Hadden bent down, drew her hand from 
her face, and peered inquisitively into it, 
with an expression of puzzled astonishment 
on his own. 

' He — Alick Tavendale, the prisoner — is 
the husband of Katie, my sister,' she replied, 
still speaking below her breath and meeting 
his gaze fixedly. 

• Who told you that T 
' Herself — just now.' 

Hadden dropped her hands, raised him- 
self, and stood with head bent, and his 
right hand extended, as if about to take a 
pinch of snuflF from some invisible snuflF- 
box. 
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As a general buzz in the chamber inti- 
mated the entrance of Mr. Cargill, Hadden 
started from his reverie. He whispered to 
Sarah to remain there until he returned, 
and then he slipped away. 

He despatched a man immediately on a 
pressing mission to the ofl&ce of the registrar 
of births, deaths, and marriages. 
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Key. Bv Mrs. H. R. Hawbis. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, doth extra, 68. 

Chauoar for Sehools. Bv Mrs. H. R. 
Hawbis. Demy 8vo^ dotn limp, 28.8d. 

City (The) of Oream : A Poem. 
Fcap. 8vo, doth extra, 68. [In th* press, 

Cobban. — The Cure of Souls : 

A Story. By J. Maclarbh Cobbah. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Is. 

Collins (C. Allston).^The Bar 

SInletsr: A Story. By C. Allstom 
COLLXHS. Post 8vo, illustrated bda.,2s. 

Collins (Mortimer & Frances), 

Novels by; 
Sweet and Twenty. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2i. 

Franoea. Poet 8vo, flinst bds. , Si. 

Blaoksmlth and Seholar. Post 8vo». 
illustrated boards, IB^ ; crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 88. 6d. 

The Village Comedy. Post 8vo, illnst. t 
boards, is. ; cr. 8vo, doth extra, 8b. 6d. ' 

You Play Me Falee. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, iB.; or. 8vo, doth extra, 8s. 8d. 

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Sweet Anne Page. Post 8vfl^ illus- 
trated boards, & ; crown 8vo. cloth 
extra, 88. ed. 

Tranemlgratlon. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, SB.; crown 8vo, doth extra, 
Sik 68. 

From Midnight to Midnight. Post 
8vo, illustrsted boards, Ss. ; crown 
8vo, doth extra, S8. 6d. 

A Fight with Fortune. Poet 8vo 
iUustrated boards Si. 
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Collins (Wllkle)t Novels by. 

Bach post 8T0,iUastrated boards. 2s; 
cloth ump, 21. ed.; or crown 8yo, 
doth extra, lUastrated, Si. 6d. 

Antontna. lUust. by A- Cohcaheh. 

Basil. lUnstrated by Sir Johx Gil- 
bert and J. Mahokxt. 

Hld« and Seek. Illustrated by Sir 
JOBM GU.BERT and J. Mahonby. 

The Dead Secret. lUastrated by Sir 

JOHH GiLBBRT and A. COKCANEN. 

Queen of Hearts Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and A. Concambm. 

My Miscellanies. With Illnstrations 
by A. Comcanbn» and a Steel-plate 
Portrait of Wilxix Coluns. 

The Woman In Whlte-^With Illus- 
trations by Sir John Gilbert and 

F. A. Fraber. 

The Moonstone. With lUusttations 

I^G. Du MAVRiERand F. A. Fraser. 

Man and Wife. lUost. by W. Small. 

Poop Miss Finch. Illnstrated by 

G. Du Maurier and Edward 

IT »| f% tt w tf 

Miss w MPS.P WiA Illustrations by 

S. L. FiLDES and Hebry Woods. 
The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 

G. Du Maurier and C. S. Ramos. 
The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by 

G. Du Maurier and J. Mahonet. 
The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 

by S. L. Fildbs and Sydney HAll. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Blac k Robe. 

Heart and Science: A Story of the 
Present Time. Crown 8yo, doth 
extra, 8l.6d. 

" I Say No." Three Vds., crown 8yo. 
aisM. IShottfy. 

Colman's Humorous Works: 

" Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and 
Slippers,'* and other Humorous WorkSi 
. Prose and Poetical, of Gborob Col- 
man. With Life by G. B. Bucestonb, 
and Frontispiece by Hogarth. Crown 
8yo, cloth ex tra, gift, 7g. 6d. 

Convalescent Cookery: A 

Family Handbook. By Catherine 
Ryan. Post 8vo, ll. ; cl. limp, Ig. 6d. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by: 

Dsmonolotty and DevtI-Lora. Two 
VoUu, r^ Svq, with 65 lUnsts., : — 



CoHWAT's (M. D.) WoiKS, $C f i H it mi 
A NeefctaM of Stories ^ lUustraled 

bv W. J. Hemnesst. Square Svo, 

doth extra, Al 
The WandeHng Jew. Crown 8vo, 

«loth extra. Si. 

Thomas Cartylo: .l^^f" •"<* "•" 
oollectlons. With Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, doth extra. Si. 

■ 

Cook (Dutton), Works by: 

Hours with the .PInyeps. Witii a 
Sted Plate Frontispiece. New and 
Cheaper Edit, cr. 8vo. doth extra,6s. 

NIghto at the Play : A View of Uie 
English Stage. New and Cheaper 
Bdmon. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Leo: A Novd. Pott 8vo, illustrated 
boards, ftk 

Paul Foeter's Daughtai^ Post Svo^ 
illustrated boards, Si.; crown 8to, 
doth extra, 81. fld. 

Cooper.— Heart Salvage, by 

Sea and Land. Stories by Mrs. 
Cooper (Katharine Saunders). 
Three Vds., crown 8vo. 

Copyright. ^ A Handbook of 
Englleh and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatlo Work^ By 
Sidney Jerrold, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq., Barrister-at-lAW. Post 
8yo, cloth limp^ gfc M. 

Cornwall.— PopularRomances 

of the Weet of England; or^ The 

Drolls, Traditions, and SuperaUUons 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robert HunTi F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
Gborob Cruiesraiik. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7a. Cd. 

Creasy. — Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College^ By Sir 
Edward Creast, Author of '* The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World," 
Crown 8vo» cloth extra, gilt, with 13 
Portraits, 7i. fid. 

Crulkshank (Qeorge) : 

The Comlo Almanack. Complete In 
Two Series : The First from ^35 
to 1843: the Second from 1844 to 
1833. A Gathering of the Best 
Humour of Tbaceerat, Hood, May- 
hew, Albert Smith, A'Beceett. 
RoBBRV Brouqr, fto. With 9,000 
Woodcnts and Steel Engravings by 
Cruixshanb. HiNB, Lahdblls, te. 
Crown 8v^ cloth gilt, two TOiy thick 
tolnmes, Iw. 80. each. 
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CBuixsRAn (G.)t conHmud^ 
The Life of Qaopga CmlKshank. By 
Bz.AKCHAia> Jbrrolxh Author on 
•'The Lile of Napoleon III.," Ac. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a yerr carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. «L 

Robinson Crusoe. A beautiful re- 
production of Major's Edition, widi 
47 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates 
by GftoRGE CauiKSHAMX, choicely 

frinted. Crown 8to, cloth extra. 
. 8. 6d. A few Large-Paper copies, 
{irinted on hand-made pa^er, witn 
adia proofs of the Illustrations, 861. 

Cussans.— Handbook of Her- 

aildpy; with Instructions for Ttadng 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., fte. By John E. Cussans. 
Entirely New ana Revised Edition, 
iNustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

CypI 68.— Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyplbs. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8f. 6d. 

Daniel. — Mepple England In 

the Olden Time. By Georgs Danibl. 
With Illustrations oy Robt. Cruix* 
8HANK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8i. 6d. 

Daudet.~Pot*t Salvation; or, 

The Evangelist By Alphoxsb 
Daudet. Translated by C Harrt . 
Meltzer. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vd, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. 

Davenant. ^ What shall my 

Son beP Hints fior Parents on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davbnamt, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. Bd. 

Davles (Dp. N. E.), Wopks by: 

One Thoueand Medical Maxlmt. 
Crown 8vo, l8. ; cloth, l8. 6d. 

Nupaepy HInte: A Mother's Guide. 
Crown 8vo, 18. ; cloth, 18. 6d. 

Aide to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 28. ; 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. jShorUy, 

Davles' (8Ip John) Complete 

Poetical Wopke, including Psalms I.- 
tb L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un- 
tinnblbhed MSS.j for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the ReT« 
A, B. Grosart. DJ). Two Vols.| 
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 12b. 



De Maietpe.— AiloupneyRound 

My Room. By Xavier db Maistrb. 
Translated, by HaifaT Attwbix. Poet 
8vo, clot s .imp, 28. 6d. 



De Mllle.^A Castle In Spain. 

A Nove .. By Jambs Db Millb. With 
a Frontiftpiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 88. nd. 

Depwent (Leith), Novels by: 

Cup Lady of Teape. Ck*. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 88. Od. ; post 8vo, illust bds., 28. 

Cipce'e Loveps. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 18 Od. 

Dickens. (Chaples), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 18. each. 
Sketohee by Box. 1 NIeholaeNlckleby 
Plokwiok Papeiv. | Ollvep Twist. 

The Speeohee of ChaHee Dlekena. 
(Uayfair Library,) Post 8vOf cloth 
mp, 28. 6d. 

The Speeohee of ChaPlee Dickens, 
Z84X-1870. With a New Bihliography. 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Hbrnb Shbv- 
hxrd* Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

About England with DIokens. By 
Alfred Rimmeb. With 57 Illustra- 
tions by C A. Vamdbrhoof, Alfred 
RiMiiBR, and others. Sq. 8vo, doih 
extra, l(k Sa, 

Dictlonaples: 

A DIctlonapy of Mlpaclee : Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.; hf.-bound, 88. 

The ReadeKe Handbook of Allu- 
elons, Reftspences, PIpte, and 
Stoplee. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer, 
LL.P. Fourth Edition, revised 
throuf^hout, with a New Appendix, 
containing a Complete English Bib- 

■ liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Aothops and thelp Wopke, with the 
Datee. Being the Appendices to 
"The Readers Handbook/' sepa- 
rately printed. By the Rev. E. C. 
Brewer, LL.P. Crown 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28« 

Famlllap Allusions: A Handbook 
of Miscellaneous Information; in- 
cluding the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs/ Natural Curiosities 
and the like. By Wm. A: Whbelbb 
and Charles G. Wheblbr. Demy 
8vo cloth extra, 78. Bd. 
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DiCTioNAMBS, e<mHnu€d~- 

•hort Sayings of Qraat Mm. With 
Historical tnd Explanatory Notes. 
By Samuel A. Bbmt. M.A. Demy 
8vo» cloth extra, 7s. fid. 

A Dictionary of the Drama: Beiiic 
a comprehensiye Guide to the Plays, 
PlaTwri^tStPlayers, and Playhouses 
of tne uoitM Kingdom and i^erica, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. Davknpokt Adams. 
A thick ▼olume, crown 8vo, half- 
bonnd, 12i. fid. (/» ^tpturatUm, 

The Slang Dictionary: Etyinological, 
Historical, and AnecdotaL Crown 
Bvo, cloth extra, fis. fid. 

Woman of the Day: A Biographical 
Dictionary. ByFitAMCMHATS. Cr. 
8vo, cloth extra, fii. 

Words, Facts, and Phraasa: A Dic- 
tionary of Curious, Qoaint, and Out- 
of-the-way Matters. By Bubxbr 
Bdwards. New and Cheaper Issue. 
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7s. fid. ; ht-bd., 8s. 

Didepot.— The Paradox of Act- 
ing. Translated, with Annotations, 
from Diderot's *'Le Paradoxe sur le 
Com6dien," by Waltss Hsrsibs 
Pollock. With a Preface by Hbnrt 
Irviwo. Cr. 8vo, in parchment, 4s. fid. 

Dobson (W. T.), Works by : 

Literary FHvolltlea.Fanolea,Folllae, 
and Frolics. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., ts. fid. 

Poetical Ingenuities smd Eoeentrl- 
cltlee. Post 8vo, cloth limp, gfc fid. 

Do ran. — Memories of our 

Qreat Towns ; with Anecdotic Glean- 
ings concemiag their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr. Johm Doran, 
F.S.A. With «8 illustrations. New 
and Cheaper Eo., cr. 8vo, cL ex., 78. 6d. 

brama, A Dictionary of tlie. 

Being a comprehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights. Players, and Play- 
bouses of the Umted Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
seat Times. By W. Davbnport ' 
Adams. (Uniform with Brswkr's 
"Reader's Handbook.") Crown Svo^ 
half-bound, 12s. fid. [In preparatioH. 

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, 
cl. ex.. Vignette Portraits* fiL per Vol* 

Ben Joneon*s Worn. With Notes 
Critical and KxfAuuLton, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by Wm . Givford. 
Kdit by Col. CuMMiMOHAM. 3 Vols. 

Chapman's Works. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the 
Plays complete, indvding doubtful 
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
Translations, with IntrodoctoryBssay 
by A.C.8winburmb; Vol.III.,Tlnuis- 
latidis of tfas lUad sad Odynqr* 



Dramatists, Tub Old, eonHmtti^ 
Marlowe's Works. Including his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cumximo- 
RAM. One Vol. 
Masslnger's Piaya. From the Text of 
William Gifford. Edited by CoL 
CuimiMQHAM. One Vol 

Dyer. ^ The Folic - Lore of 

Plants. By T. F. Thisblton Dtbr, 
M.A., Ac Crown 8v(x cloth extra, 
7s. fid. [In pr§panUum, 

Early Engilsli Poete. Edited. 

with Introductions and Annotations, 

by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crowa 

8vo, cloth boards, fiS. per Vc^ume. 
Fletcher's (p\\t% ao.; Complsta 

Poems. One VoL 
Davles' (Sir John) Complata 

Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
HarHck's (Robert) Complata Cd- 

lectsd Poems. Three vols. 
Sidney's (Ski Philip) Complata 

Poetic al Worka. Three Vols. 

Herbert (Lord) of Cherbury's Poems. 
Edited, with Introductkm, by J. 
Cburtob Collins. Crown Bto, 
parchment. Si. 

Ed wardes (Mrs. A.), Novels by : 

A Point of Honour. Post 8vo^ iUos- 
trated boards, ts. 



Archie LovelL 



28. J crown 



IL Post 8vo, flinst bds.« 
8vo, cloth extra, ii. fid. 



Eggieston.— Roxy: ANovd. By 
Edward BoaLssTON. Post 8vo, illnst. 
boards, 2g. ; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, is. fid. 

Emanuei.— On Diamonds and 

Precious stones: their IXistOf7,Valne^ 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertainlngtheii Reality. By Harry 
Bmamusl, F.R.G.S. With nnmeroua 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, fiB> 

Englishman's House, Tlie: A 

Practical Guide to all interested hi 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, Ac 
By C. J. Richardson. Third Edition. 
Nearly 6ooIllusts. Cr.8vo^cLex.,7s.fid. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.8JL), 

Works by: 

Stories from tha State Papers. 
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
8vo, cloth extn, Ol 

The LIfs and TImaa of PHnoa 
ChaHea Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Yonng Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Chespsr 
Edition, with a PortrsIC, orowa firob 
doth astfayTi. fid. 
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Eyes, The^— How to Um oup 

Byes, and How to Pnaervt TheoL By 
JoRM Bkowhimo, FJULSh ftp. Wha 
«7 lUnttntiona, Ctowa two, li.; doth. 

FalPhott.— Tobaooo : Its His- 

tory and Aswdatknt ; with aa Ao* 
coaat of tho Plant and ha Manv- 
luame, and ita Modea of Um in all 
Acea and Coontriea. 87 F. W. Faik- 
BOLT, F.S JL With Coloured FroBtia> 
I>iece and npwaida of xoo lUnatra- 
tiona by tho Author. Crown fv«b doth 
extra, «. 

Familiap Allusions: A Hand- 

book of lliacellaneona Infomtation: 
including the Namea of Celelxrated 
Stateea. Paintinga, Palaoea, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Chuzx^hes, Ship% Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Curioaities, and the 
like. By William A. Whxblbk, 
Author of " Noted Namea of Fictkin ; " 
and CBASLxa G. WexaLBR. Demy 
•vo, doth extra, 7k. 00. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

The Chemical HIatory of a Candle : 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crooxbs, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo, doth extra, with numerona 
Illustrations, 4i. 6d. 

On tha VaHoua Foroea of Natura, 
and their Relations to each other: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Inatitution. 
Edited by William Crooxb8, F.CS. 
Post 8vOp cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 41. 6d. 

Fin-Bec — The Cupboard 

PaiMPe: Observations on the Art of 
Livinc and Dining. By Fm-Bxc. Post 
8vo, doth limp, 28. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 

The Recreations of a Literary Man : 
or. Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 8a. 

The World Behind the Soenaa. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, Sa. U. 

Little Eaaaya: Passagea from the 
Letters of Charlbs Lamb. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2i. SA. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
. Bella Donna, j Never Forgotten. 

The Saoond Mra. Tlllotaon. 

Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 

The Lady of Brantome. 



FletoheKs (Giles, B.DJ Com. 

Plata Pioame: Chrlat's Victoria in 
Heavea, Chriaf a Vktoria on Earth. 
Chriafa Ttiomph over Death, and 
Minor Poema. with MemoriaMntro- 
ductioa and Kotea by the Rev. A B. 
GBoaABT, gp. Cr. 8^ doth bds., 6b . 

Fonblanque^— Filthy Lucre : A 

NoveL BvALBAmr db Fonblabqub. 
Post 8vo» Blunted boards. 2a. 

Franoillon (R. E.), Novels by -. 

CrowB 8vo. doth extra. Sa. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo^ illnat boards, 28. each. 
Ol^rmpla. 1 Quaan Cophatua. 
Ona by Ona. 

Eathar'e Glova. Fcap. 8vo, ^ctura 
eover, la. 

A Real Quean. Cr.8vo,d. extra, 28. Cfl. 

French Literature, History of. 

By Hbmrt Vam Laun. Complete in 
S Vala., demy 8vo, d. bds., U, ed. each. 

Frere.— Pandurang Harl ; or. 

Memoirs of a Hindoa WithaPrelace 
by Sir H. Bartlb Frbxb. G.C.S.I., Ac. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 88. SA. ; post 
Bvo, illastrated boards, la. 

Frlswell^Oneof Two: ANovel. 
By Hain Friswblu Post 8vo, illus- 
_teUed bo erds, 28. 

Frost (Thomcui), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 8s. 8d. each. 
CIreua Uib and CIroue Celebrltlaa. 
The LIvea of the CorUurera. 
The Old Showman and the Old 
London Falra. 

Fry.— Royal Guide to tiie Lon- 

don Charttlea, 1884-^ ByHBRSBRT 
Frt Showing thefar Name, Date ol 
Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, 
Ac. Published Annually. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, 18. 9A. __ 

Gardening Books : 

A YeaKe Work In Garden and Green- 
houee : Practical Advice to Ajnatear 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
By Gborgb Glbxmt. Post 8vo, cloth 
Iimp,2r6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook lliem. 
By Tom Jbrrold. Poet 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2a. 61. 

Houaehold Hortloulture : A Gossip 
about Flowera. By Tom and Jans 
Jbrroux. lUust Post8vo,d. lp.,&.6d. 

The Garden that PaM the Rent. 
By Tom Jbrrold. Fcap. 8vq, illus- 
trated cover, 18.; doth Hmp, Is. Od. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. ByFcG^HBATR. Crown 8vo, 
doth extra. Sa. ; gUt edges, fis. 
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Qarrett.— The Capel Girls : A 

NoyeL By Edward Gariubtt* Post 
8v<^illn8t.bd8M 2g. ; crJBvo> eliex.,8l. 60^ 

Gentleman's Mc^azlne (The) 

for 1884. One Shilling Montfily. K 
New Serial Story, entiUed ''Phi 1 1st la," 
by Gkcil Power, is now appearmg. 
"Science Notes," by W. Mattieu 
WiLLiAiiB, F.R.A.S., and "TabW 
Talk," by Sylvanus Ubbam, are also 
continnea monthly. . . 

V Now ready, the Volthiu for Jahuary 

fo JUMB, X884. clcth extra, price 8ir4ld. ; 

Cases for bindingt 2i. each, 

Qerman Popular 8torles< Col- 
lected by the Brothers Grmm, and 
Tcandated by BDdAR Taylor. Edited, 
withan lDtrodaction,by Jobh Ruskin, 
With 2a lUnstrations on Steer by 
Gborob Cruikshamk. Sqnare 8vo^ 

cloth extra, SB. (ML ; gUt edges, 78. Sd. 

-■ 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Crown 8yo. cloth extra, Si. 6d. each; 

post 8yOi illiutrated boards, Sm» each. 
Robin Gray. 
Fop Lack of Gold. 
Wbat wHt tha 

World Siyf 
In Honour Bound. 
In Love and War. 
Fop the King. 



Queen . of the 
Meadow. - . 

InJHMtupeaQpeen 

Braet of Yarrow. 

The Flowepof the 
Forest. [Jem. 

A Heart's Prob- 



Post 8yo, illustrated boards. Si. 
The De ad Heart. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9n, 6A. each. 
- The Golden Shaft* 
Of High Degree. 
■ -Fancy Free. 
Loving a Dream. 

By Mead and Stream. Three Vols., 

crown 8vo. 
Found Out* Three Vols., crown 8vo. 
{Shortly, 

<Onbept (William), Novels by : 

Post8vo, illustrated boards, ii. each« 
Oa Austin's Queste. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
ilamee Duke, Coste rmonger. 

•Gilbert (W. 8.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 2i. Od. each. 

The First Sxrxbs contains— The 
Wicked World— Pygmalion and Ga- 
latea — Charity — The Princess — The 
Palace of Troth— Trial by Jury. 
• The Sbcord Sbsibs contains— Bro- 
ken Hesrts— Engaged— Sweetheartsr- 
•Grelchen— Dan'tDruce— Tom Cobb— 
H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer— The 
>Piratesof Pensance. 



Glenny.— A Year's Work In 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By Georob 
GlbwHy. Post 8yo, cloth hmp, 2i. <kL 

Godwin.— Lives of the Neoro- 
maneere. Bv Wiluam Godwin. 
Post 8vo, doth limp, 2s. » 

Golden Library, The: 
Square x6mo (Tauchnits sizeX cloth 

limp, at. per volume. ; 

Bayard Taylor's DIverelone of the 1 
EohoClub. 

Bennett'e (Dp. W. C.) Ballad History 
of England. 

Bennett* e (Dr.) Songe fop Sallope. 

Byron's Don Juan. 

Godwin's (William) LIvee of the 
Neopomanoepe. 

Helmea'e Autocpat of the Break- 
fast Table. With an Introdnctioo 
by Gk A. Saz^ 

Holmes's Professor at the B^eak 
fast Table. 

Hood'e Whime and Oddltlee. Com- 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

ipvlng's (Washington) Talee of a 
Traveller. 

Ipvlng'e (Washington) Talee of the 
Alhambra. 

Jeeee'e (Edward) Scenee and Oo- 
•oupatlone of a Countiy Life. 

Lamb'e Essays of Ella. Both Series 
Complete ia One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale for a 
Chimuey Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and IntroducUon by 
Edmumd Ollixr. 

Maliory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'Arthup: The Stories of Kmg 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. liloMT- 
QOicBRiB Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Lettere. A New . 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes,byT.M'CRiB,D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld'e Maxima and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- \ 
troductory Essay by Saintx-Bbuvb. 

St. Plerre'e Paul and Virginia, 'and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
life,- by the Rev. E. Clarkb. 

Shelley*e Early Poeme, and Queen 
Mab. With Essay by Lbiob Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poeme: Laon and 
Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poeme, the 
Shelley Papere, ftc 
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Gou»ii LniAKT, Tib, €m § Hmud 
Shelley's Prow WaHciL Indndiiig A 

Refatation of DeiuBf zntrond, St. 

Irvyne, Ac. 
White's Natural History of 8el« 

borno. Edited* with Addition!, by 

TnoMkB Baowic, F.L.S. 

Qolden Treasory of Thought, 

The: An BNGTCLopiiDU of Quota- 
TZONS from Writers of all Times and 
Coaotries. Selected and Edited br 
Thxopobb TaTM>n. Crown 9wo, dotb 
glKand gilt edges, 71. flfl. 

Qopdoffi Cummlflig(C.F.)fWoPk8 

by; 

In the HObrldea. With Autotype Fao- 
stmfle and nmnerona fall-page Illus- 
trations* Demy 8vo, dotb extra, 

aL6d. 

Ifithe Himalayas and on the Indian 

Plains. With nnmerona Illnstra- 

tions. Demy 8yo, doth extra, 8i.6d. 

[Shortly, 

Qpaham. — The Professor's 

WMi : A Story. By Lbomasd Gbabam. 
Fcap. 8to, pietore eorsr, If.; doth 
extra, 8fc 6d. 

Greeks and Romahs, The Life 

of the^ Described from Antique Mono- 
roents. By BaMST Guhl and W. 
KoMBR. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. Husma. With MS lUostraUona. 
Hem and Cheaper EdittOD, demy Zro, 
cloth extra, 7i. 6d. 

Greenwood (James),Works by: 
The Wilde of London. Crown 8yo, 

doth extra, 8i.iML 
Low-LIfs Deeps: An Aceonnt of the 

Stramgo Fish to be Fonnd There. 

Crown 8tq, doth extra, H. 8d. 
Dick Temple: A NoveL Post 8yo, 

illostrated boards, 8i. 

Guyot.— The Earth and Man; 

or, Phyded Geography in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Gutot. With Additions by 
Professots Agassu, Pisxcb, and Gray; 
xa Maps and Bngravhigs on Sted, 
some Cdonred, and copious Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gut, 4i. 6d. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Hedth, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiKc us. Crown 8vo, Is. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poeme t>y: 
Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, clotti 
extra, 8s. 



Haks's (Dr. T. G.) Pobms, 

New Symbols. Crown StOb doth 
extra, Sk 

Lsaende of tha Morrow. Crown Sve 
cloth extra, Oi. 

The Serpent Play. Crown 8irp, doth 
extra, W. _^ 

Hall.~Sketohes of Irish Cha- 

racter. By Mrs. S. C Hall. With 
nnmerona lUnstrations on Sted and 
Wood by Maclisx, Gilbert, Harybt, 
and G. Cruiksrank. Medium 8T0b 
doth extra, gilt, 7i. fld. 

Halllday.— Every-day Papers. 

By Amdrxw Hallidat. Post 8to, 
ilfnstrated boards, Is. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over loo Facsimaes and Ex- 

Slanatory Text. By Don Faux ds 
alamamca. Post 8vo, doth Umpb 
t^ed. 

Hanky-panky: A Collection of 

Very BasyTricks,Very DiflicdtTrfcks, 
White Blade, Sleight of Band, Ac 
Edited ^W. H. Crbmxr. With soo 
lUosts. Ocown 8vo, doth extra,4a. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady Dufrus).*-Paul 

WynteKe Saorlfloe: A Story. By 
Lady Dupfus Hardy. Post 8to, lllost 
boards, 2s. 

Hardy (Thomas).->Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Harot, 
Atfthor of "Far from the Madding 
Crowd." Crown 8vo, doth extra, 
8i.6d. ; po8t8vo,illnstratedbds.,lfc 

Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 

The Art of Dress. With nnmerons 
lUnstrations. Smdl 8vo, Dlnstrated 
cover, Is. ; doth limp, Is. 60. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, doth extra» 
with Colonred Frontispiece and U- 
lostrations, Oi. 

The Art of Deooratlon. Square 8vo, 
handsomely bound and profiisdy 
Illostrated, lOs. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children] A Golden 
Key. With Ei«^t Coloured Pictures 
ana nnmerons Woodcuts. New 
Edition, snuOl 4to, doth extra, Sk 

Chaucer for Sohools. Demy 8vo, 
cloth limp, 21. 8d. 

Hawels (Rev. H. R.).— American 

Humorists. Inclndmg Washinqtom 
Irving, Olivbr Wbndbll Holmss, 
Jambs Russell Lowxll, Artsmus 
WARD,M*RX TwAm.and Brbt Hartb. 
By the Rev. H. R. Hawbxs, M.A^ 
Grown 8vo doth extra, Sk 
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BOOKS PUBUSHBD BY 



Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extrm, li. 6d. Mch ; 
post 8vo, Ulostrated boards, 2i. each. 
Garth. I 8«lMStlan Stroma. 



cilice Quantln. I Dust. 

Prinoo Saronrs WIHi. 



Mrs. Oalntborough*e Dfamondt^ 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, ll. ; 
cloth extra, fL 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sf. 6d. each. 

Fortune's Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. With Illastrationa 
by A. Frsdb RICKS. 

Mercy Holland, and other Stories. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. ^Shor tly. 

IMPORTANT NEW BIOGRAPHY, 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel) and 

his Wife. By Julian Hawthorns. 
With 6 Steel-ptate Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown 8to, cloth extra, Ste. 

[Twenty>fiye copies of an BdUUm de 
Luxe, printed on the best hand*inade 
paper, large 8vo sixe. and with India 

J>roofii of the Illustrations, are reserred 
or sale in England, price 48s. per set. 
Immediate application should be made 
by anyone desiring a copy of this 
special and very limited Edition.] 

Heath (F. Q.). — My Qarden 

wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Gborob Hbath, Author of 
*' The Fern World,'* &c Crown 8vo, 
cl. ex., 6l. ; d. gUt, gilt edges, (to. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Animals and their Masters. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, Sa. 6d. 

Social Pressure. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
2s. 6d. 

Ivan da BIron : A Novel. Crown 8to, 
cloth extra, Ss. 6d.; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2m. 

Heptalogia (The); or. The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Beiis. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 8S. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
Crown 8vo, bound in parchment, 8l. 

Herrlck's (Robert) Hesperldes, 

Noble Numbers, ana Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Noie6 by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Stoel Portrait, Index 
of First Lhies, and Glossarial Index, 
'^c. Three Vols., crown Svo^ cloth, I8i. 



Hesse - Wartegg (Chevaliei* 

Emat vonX Works by : 
Tunis: The Land and tfie People. 
With S3 Illustrations. Crown 8vOb 
cloth extra. Si. 6d. 

The New South-West: Travelling 
Slcetches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, /and Northern Mexica 
With 100 nne Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
14s. lln preparaHan 

Hind ley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown 8vo^ cloth extra. Si. 6d. each. 

Tavern Aneodotes and Savlnga : In- 
cluding the Origin of oiens, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, ftc. 
With Illustrations. 

The Llfh and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charlss Hxmdlxt. 

Hoey.— The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. Cashsl Host. With la Illus- 
trations by P. MacNab. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. [Shortly. 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by : 

The Autocrat of the Brsakflsst- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomsok. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
2s. 6d. ; another Edition in smaller 
type, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, a. 

The Profeeeor at the Breakfast- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Holmes. — The Science of 
Voice Production and Voloe Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmbs, M.D. With Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, ll. ; cl. limp^ li. 61. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood'e Choice Works, In Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and soo Illastra' 
tions. Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, Ts. 6d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddltlea. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: " 

From Nowhere to the North Polsi 

A Noah's Ark«Bological Narrative. 
With as Illustrations by W. Brum- 
TON and B. C Barnbs. Sqoara 
crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt edges, Sk 

A Golden Heart: A Novel. PostSv^ 
illustrated boards, th 
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Hook's (Theodore) Choloe Hu« 

morout WorkSy inciiuUng hit Lodi- 
crotis AdvwtnrotyBoiis Mots« Pons And 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Aathor, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illnsts. Cr. 8vo, d. extra, gilt, 7i. gd« 

Hooper.— The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. GsoaGS Hoona. 
P o st 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a, 

Hopne.— Orion : An Epic Poem, 

in Three Books. By Richard Hbm- 
GisT HoRNB. With Photogrwhie 
Portrait from a Medallion by sun- 
MBRS. Tenth Edition, -crown 8vO| 
clot h extra, 7g. 

Howell.— Conflicts of CapltaJ 

and Labour, Historically and Boo- 
nomically considered! Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in 
their Political, Social, Economical, 
and Indostrial Aspects. ByOaoaoB 
HowKix. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7li. 6d. 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 

Notre Dame. By Victor Huoo. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 8s. 

Hunt Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Bdmumd Olusr. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, fL 

Hunt (Mrs. Alf^d), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8l. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, ta, each. 

Thorn icroft'a Modal. 

The Leaden CaskeL 

Self-Condem ned. 

Ingelow.— Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jbam Ingblow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8l. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, la. 

4ri8h Wit and Humour, Songs 

ef. Collected and Edited by A Pbrcb- 
VAL Gravbs. Post 8vo, d. ump, la. 6d. 

Irving (Washlngton),Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp. Si. each. 
Talea of a Travailar. 
Talea of the Alhambra. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramlcs 

for Studanta. By Catrbrinb A. 
jANviBR. Crow n 8vo, doth extra, 6s. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each 

crown 8vo^ cloth extra, Si. 6d. ; or post 
8vo, illustrated boards. Is. 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Queen of Connaught. 



JefTeries (Richard), Works by: 

Natura naar London. Crown Bro^ 
doth extra, 6i. 

Tha Llfs of tha Flalda. Crown SrOb 
cloth extra, 9b. 

Jennings (H. J.}, Works by : 

Curlosltlea of CHtlclanu Post8v0b 
doth limp, la. 6d. 

Lord Tannyaon: A Biographical 

Sketdi. Crown 8yo, doth extra, Ca. 

[ In the p rtu, 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roaioruolana: Their Rites and Mys- 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By 
Haroravb Jbm MINOS. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of soo Illus- 
trations. A New tf dition, crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 78. 61. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 

Tha Qardan that Paid tha Rant. 
By Tom Jxbrold. Fcap. 8vo, illus* 
trated cover, la. ; doth hmp, la. 6d. 

Houaahoid Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jamb 
Jbrrold. Illust. Post 8voxl.lp.,n.6d. 

Our Kitchen Qardan: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Tbrbold. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, la. 6d. 

Jesse. — Scenes and Occupa- 

tlona of a Country LIfte. By Edward 
Jbssb. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Is. 

Jones (Wm., F.8.A.), Works by : 

FIngar-RIng Lore: Historical, Lo> 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
aoolllusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d. 

Credulltlaa, Paat and Preaent; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans,Word and Letter Divma- 
tion. Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Egg^, Luck. Ac. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, doth extra, 78. 6d. 

Crowna and Coronatlona : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coun- 
tries. With One Hundred lUus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Ta. 6 d. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir bv Wiluah 
GirpORD. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
MiMOHAH. Three Vds., crown 8vo, 
doth extra, Ms. ; or separately, Cs. each. 

Joseph u8,The Com pleteWorks 

of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining both "The Antiquities of tha 
Jews ''^and " The Wars of the Jews.** 
Two Vds., 8vo, with 5a Illustradona 
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14a. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Kavanagti.— -The Peani Foun- 

tain, and other Fairy Stories. Br 
Beioobt and Julia Kavamagb. Witn 
Thirtj Illostrationsby J. Moyk Siuth, 
Small Byo, cloth gilt, Oi. 

KempL— Pencil and Palette: 

Cbapter«on Artand Artists. By Robcrt • 
KsMPT, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 21. 61.. 

KIngsley (Henry), Novels by: 

Each crows Svo, cloth extA^, 3i. 6d. ; 
or post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. 

OalcshottCiftie. | Number Seventean 

Knight.— The Patient's Vade 

Meoum : How to gef most Benefit 
-from Medical Advice. By William 
Kmiort, B1R.C.S., and Edward 
KiixGHT, L.R.C.P. Crown Ivo, li.; 
oloth, !■. 6d. 

Lamb (Charles): 
Mary and Charles Lamb: Tlieir 

Poems, Letters, and Remains. With 
V Reminiscences and ISfbtes by W. 
\ Carbw Haxlitt. With Hamcocx's 
\ Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles 

of the Title-pages ot the rare First 
I Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's 

Works, and numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, lOB. 6d. 

Lamb^ Complete Works, In Prose 
and Verse, reprinted £rom. the Ori- 
ginal Edition^ with many Heces 
\ hitherto unpablished. Edited, with 
{ Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
1 Shepherd. With Two Portraits and 
> Facsimile of Page of the '* Essay on 
. Roast Pig." Cr.SYO, cloth extra, 71. 60. 

The EMaya of Ella. Complete Edi« 
tioB. Post 8to, cloth extra. Si. 

poetry for Children, and Prince 
Dorus. By Charles Lamb.' Care- 
fully reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Little Etaaya : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Charles Lamb. Selected 
from his Letters by Percy Fitz- 
gerald. Post 8vo, Cloth limp,&. 6d. 

tone's Arabian Nights, &c.: 

The Thouaand and One Nights: 

commonly called, in England, "The 

Arabian Nights' Ertbrtaim- 

' MENTs." A New Translation from 

the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 

Edward William Lane. Illustrated 

by many hundred Engravings on 

; Wood, from Original Designs by 

/ Wm. Harvey. A New Edition, from 

i sCopv annotated by the Translator, 

edited by his Nephew, Edward 

, Stanley Poole. With a Preface by 

Stanley Lane-Poole. Three Vols., 

demy 8to, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 



ZiANs's Arabian Niorts, amiinmd^ 

AMbian Society In the Middle Ageee 

' Studies from "The Thousand and 

OneNli^ts." By Edward William 

Lave, Author ef ^'The Modem 

EgypUaiis,"Ae. Edited bv Stanley 

Lami-Poo&b. Cr. Bro^ ckrth eztfa, G». 

- - - - - - - .■...■.■ 

Lares and Penates; or, The 

Baokgronnd of Life. By Florence 
Caddy, Crown 8vo, doth ettra, Sb. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by : 

The Story of the Lofidon Parka. 

With IlluSttatioiiB. iCrown Svo, cloth 

extra, ai*6(L 
Clepleal Anecdotee. Po8| 9fe, cloth 
: limp, 2b. 6d. 
Foranslo Aneodotee Post 8y9i cloth 

Ump,2l.6d. 
Theatrical Aneodotee. Poet Byo^ cloth 

limp, Si. 6d. 

Leigh (Henry 8.>« Works by : 

Carole of Coekayne'. W|th numerous 
IllnstrationB. Post Svo, dotit limp, 

, Si.ea. 

Jeux d'Eeprit. Collected and Edited 
by Henry S.LBXOH. Post 8to, cloth 
limp, Si. 6d. 

Ufe In London ; or^ The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cruie* 
SBANi^s lUustrations, in ColonrSr after 
the Oric^naia. Crown 8vO|Cloth estia^' 
7ii.6d. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by : 

Post 8vo, cloth Ihnp, 2l. 6d. each. 
WItoh StoHee. 

TheTpueStoivof Joahua Davldaon. 
Oupeelvea: Essays on Women. 

Crown 8yo, cloth estra, Si. M. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, Si. each. . 

PatHola Kemball. 

The Atonement of Ueam DendM^ 

The World Well Lost. ( 

Under which Lord P 

With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

"My Level** 

lone. 

Locks and.Key8.~0n the De- 
velopment and Distribution of Primi- 
tive Locks and Keys, By Lieut.-Gen. 
PiTT-RrvBRS, F.R.S. Withnumerone 
Illustrations, Demy 4to, half Sos* 
bnrghe, lOi. 
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Longfi^lfow: 
Longfellow's Comptote ProM Works. 
Including *'Oatra Mer," "Hyper- 
ion," *' Kavanagh." '* Tne Poets and 
Poetry of Europe,^' and ** Driftwood.*' 
With Portrait and lUoatrations by 
Valbntinx Brouixh, Crown 6vo, 
doth eztra^ 78. 6d. 

Lonjefellow't Poetical Works. Care- 
fully Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numerous fine Illus- 
trations on Steel and Wood. Crown 
8vo. cloth extra, 7». 6d. 

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical, 
Dietetic, and General Guide in 
Health and Disease. By N. E. 
DAV1B8, L.R.C.P. Crows 8vo, 2i; 
cloth limp, ia, 6d. jShortly, 

Lucy .^Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. 
By Hbmry W. Loot. Crown 8vo, 
cl. extra, 81. 6A.; poet8vo» illnst bds.,2i. 

Luslad (The) of Camoehs. 

Translatea Into Enalish Spenserian 
Verse by Robert Ffrbmch Duff. 
Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page 
Plates, cloth boards, Ma. 

IVIcCapthy (Justin, M.P.)>Wopk8 



by: 

^ Hi! 



A History of Our Own Timet, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of z88o* Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 
each.— Also a Populab Edition, in 
Four Vols. er. 8vo, ol. extra, 0i. each. 

A Short Hlatopy of Oup Own TImee. 
One Vol., crown 8yo, cloth extra, 6i. 

History of the Four Geoi*gee. Four 
Vols, demy 8to, cloth extra, ISl. 
each. [Vol. I. In theprtst. 

Crown Sto. doth extra, Si. 6d. each ; 
post 8to, illustrated boards, Si. each. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Nelghbourti 

My Enemy'a Daughter 

A Fall* Saxon. 

Unley Rochfoi*d 

Mies Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Sea aow, 

Maid of Athene. With n Illustra- 
tions by P. Barmabo. Crown 8to, 
cloth extra, 8l. 6d. • 

MoCafthy (Justin H., M.P.), 

Wopka by: 

Seraplon, and other Poema. Crown 
8vo, doth extra, Ol. 

An Outline of the History of Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr. 8vo, la. ; cloth, U. 6d. 

England under QIadatona. Crown 
6yo, cloth extra, Sk 



MaoDonald (Qeopge, LL.D:), 

Worlcaby: 

The Princeaa and Curdle. With ii 
Illustrations by Jambs Allbm. Small 
crown 8to, cloth extra, 51. 

Qutta-Pereha Willie, the WorUng 
Genius. With 9 Illustrations bv 
Abtbub Huohbs. Square 8vo,cloth 
extra, Si. 6d. 

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron- 
tispiece by J. B. MiLLAis. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post 8to, 
Ulusftated boards, 2i. 

Thomaa Wlngfc^, Curate. With a 
Frontispiece by C. J. Stanilamd. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, 8f. 6d. ; post 
Bvo, illustrated boards, 2i. 

Macdonell. — Quakep Cousins: 

A No¥d. Bf Agbbs Macdombll. 
Crown 8fo, cloth extra, Si. 6d. ; post 
8fo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

Macgregop. — Pastimes and 

Playere. Notes on Popular Games* 
By Robbrt Macgrbqok. Post 8vo, 
doth limp, 2b. 6d. 

Maclise PoPtralt-Gallepy (The) 

of lllustrloue Literary Charaoterai 
^th Memoirs— Bioerapbical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal— illus- 
trative otthe Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
WiLUAif Batbs, B.A. With 8< Por- 
traits printed on an India Tint Crown 
8vo, clot h extra, 7b. 6d. 

Macquold (MPS.), Works by: 

In the Ardennee. With so fine Ulna* 
trations by Thomas R. Macquoio. 
Square 8vo, doth extra, 10b. 6d. 

Ploturee and Legende fkH>m Nop- 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous Illustrations by Thomas R« 
Macquoid. Square 8vo, doth gilt, 
lOi. 6d. 

Through Normandy. With 90 Illus- 
trations by T. R. MACQUOIO. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d. , 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T« R. Macquoid. 
Square 8vo, doth extra, 78. 6d. 

About Yorkshire With 67 Illustra- 
tiona by T. R. Macquoid, Engraved 
by Swaim, Square 8vo^doth extra, 
10i.6d. 

The Evil Eye, and other Stories. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8b. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2B. 

Lost Rose, and other Stories. Crowtt 
8to, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. { pest 8fOb 
illustrated boards, 2b. 



BOOKS PUBUSHED BY 



Mackay.— Interludes and Un- 
dertones: or, Mosic at Twili^t By 
Charlbs Macxat, LL.D. Crown Sro, 
cloth eitra, e^ 

Maglolan's Own Book (The): 

Pttrfoniiancet with Capo ana Balls. 
Bsgi^ Hats. Handkerchief, ftc. All 
from actnal Bzperience. Edited by 
W. H. Cumn. Withaoo IIlustiatioDs. 
Crown 8^0, doth extra, 4i. ed. 

Magfo No Mystery : Tricks with 

Cards, Dice. Balls, Aec., with folly 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing; Training of Perform- 
ing Animals, && With Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illnstrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth eatra, 4i. Cd. 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac- 
simile of the Original in the British 
Mnsenm, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by a feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Cdonrs. 
Price 5t. 



Mallook (W. H.), Works by : 




Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, Sik 
The New Paul and Virginia; or, Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post Svo, cloth 
limp, 21. ed. 

Poema. Small 4to^ bonsd In parch- 
ment. Si. 

le Litis worth Living F Crown 8to, 
cloth extra, Sk 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Montoomerjs Raneimo. 
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2i. 

Marlowe's Works. Including 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Coi. Cunrimo- 
BAif. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ttk 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8i. 6d. each ; or, 
po«t Svo^ illustrated boards, Sk 
Open I Sesame 1 
Written In Fire. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, Slk> eadb 
A Harveet of Wild Oate. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Atr. 



Masterman.— Half a Dozen 

Daughtere: A Novel. By I. Mastbb- 
HAN. Post Svo. illnstratedboards, Si. 



Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choloe Works of Mark TwaliK 
Revised snd Corrected throuf^nt by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous ninstratioDSt Crown 8vo» 
doth extra, Tik M* 

The Adventuree of Tom Sawyer. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, Sk 

An Idle Excuralon,and other Sketches^ 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, Si. 

The Prinee and the Pauper. With 
nearly 900 lUustrationSi Crown 9vo, 
cloth extra, Tt. 6d. 

The Inneoente Abroad; or. The New 
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac- 
count ci the Steamship "Quaker 
City's** Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
834 Illustrations. Crown Svo, dotb 
extra, 71. 6d/ Cheap Edition (under 
the title of" Mask TWaim's Plbasurb 
Txip "), post Svo, illust boards. Si. 

A Tramp Abroad. \^th 314 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, doth extia, 78. 8d. ; 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, th 

The Stolen White Elephant, Ao. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, w. ; post Svo, 
illnstratedboards, 2s. 

LMb on the MlaalselppL With about 

800 Original IllustrationSi Crown 
vo, doth extra, 7k. 6d. 

The Adventures of Huckleberry 
Finn. With numerous lUusts. Cr. 
Svo, doth extrs, 7i. 6d. {Prepanng, 

Masslnger's Plays. From the 

Text of William Gifpobd. Edited 
by CoL CuMMiMQBAii. Crown Svo, 
cloth extrs, Qi. 

Mayhew. — LonUon Characters 

and the Humoroue Side of London 
LHls. By Hbnrt Mayhsw. With 
numerous Illustrations* Crown Svo, 
doth extra. Si. 6d. 

Mayfair Library, The: 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2i. 6d. per Vdume. 
A Journey Round My Room. By 

Xavixx ds Maistrs. Translated 

by HsMRT Attwxll. 
Latter-Day Lvrloa Edited by W. 

Davbmpost Adams. 

Quine and QuMdltlea. Selected by 
W. Davxnport Adams. 

The Agony Column of "The Tlmea." 
from xSoo to 7870. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Alxcb Clat. 

Balzao'e "Comedle Humalne" and 
its Author. With Translatuas by 
H. H. Walkxr. 

Melancholy Anatomised : A Popular 
Abridement of '* Burton's Anatomy 
of Melancholy." 
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Wawiam. LasAnr, widkmid 
Oastponomy as a FliM Art. 9y 

BKILLAT^SATAXm. 

Tha Speaohee of Chariaa DIehaiia. 

Lfterapy Frivolltla^ Fanelaa, Follla% 

and Frolioa. By W. T. Dobsom. 

Rsetloal Inganultlas and Eooantrlol- 
tlaa. Selectad and Edited ^W.T. 
D0B8011. 

The Cupboard Papera. By Fm-Bsc* 

Original Playa bj W. S. GiLnKT. 
First Skkibs. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pvgmalioa and 
Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 
The Palace of Tmth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Playa by W. S. Gilbbrt. 
SscoND Sbribs. Containing : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretcbea— Dani Dmce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pmafore — The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songe of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Collected and Edited by A. Pbrcbtal 
Gratbs. 

Animals and their Mastara. By Sir 
Arthur Hblps. 

Soolal Preeeura. By Sir A. Hblps. 

Curiosities of Critlolsm. By Hbbbt 
J. Jbmnimgs. 

The Autocrat of the Braakflut-Tabla. 
By OuvBR Wbndbix Holmbs. 11- 
lostrated by J. Gordoh Thom sou. 

Pencil and Paletta. By Robbbt 
Kbmpt. 

Little Essava : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Pbrct Fitxgbrald. 

Clerical Anaodotea. By Jacob Lab> 

WOOD. 

Forensic Anaodotes: or, Hnmonr and 
Cariosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwooo. 

Theatrical Anaodotea. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carols of Cockayna. By Hbbbt S. 
Lbioh. 

Jeux d'EspPlt. Edited by Hsbbt S. 
Lbigr. 

True History of Joshua Davldaon. 
By B. Lymm Limton. 

Witch Stories. By B. Ltmb Libton. 

Ourselves: Essays on Women* By 
E. Lynn Limton. 

Pastimes and Playsra. By Robbbt 
Macgreoor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 
W. H. Mallocb. 

The New Republlo. By W. H. Max^ 

LOCB. 

Puck-on Pegasua. By H.Choliiomd»> 

LBY-PBMMBUm 



IfATFAXB LOBAKT, f wU m Utd ■ 

Pagaaua Ra-Saddlad. Br H. Caoi^ 
mondblbt-Pbbbbu.. luostrBtad bf 
Gbobos Du Maubixb. 

Muaaa of Mayfklr. Edited by H. 

CHOLUOBDBLBY-PBiniBLL. 

Thopoau : His Life and Aims. By 
H. A. Paob. 

Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowlbt. 

Mora Punlana. By the Hon. Huoa 
Rowlbt. 

The Phlloaophy of Handwritlngi By 
Dob Fbuz db Salamanca. 

By Stream and Saai By Wiluam 

Sbniob. 

Old Stories Ra^old. By Waltbb 

Thornbury. 

Laavea itom a Naturalist's Nota* 
Book. By Dr. Anorbw Wilson. 

Medicine, Family One Thoa- 

Bsnd Medical Maxims and Sorgtcal 
HhiU, for Infancy, Adnlt LifeiMkldle 
Age, and Old Aga By N. E. Davibs, 
L.R.C.P. Lond. Or. 8vot !■.; cl., ll. 8d. 

Meppy Circle fThe) : A Book of 

New Intellectnal Games and Amose- 
ments. By Claba Bbllbw. With 
nomerons lUnstrationa Crown 8vok 
cloth estra, 4g. 6d. 

Mexican Mustang (On aJT 

Throned Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri- 
can Hnmonr. By Albx. B.Swbbt and 
J. Armot Knox, Editors of " Texas 
Siftinn.** 400 Ilinsts. Cr. Svo^ cloth 
extra, m Co. 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by: 

Touch and Go. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra,8s.6d.; postSYO, illnst. bds., Si. 

Mr.Doriiiion. Post8vo,ilIost.bds.»Si. 

Miller.*- Physiology foi* the 

Yountf : orp The House of Life : Hu- 
flum Physiology, with its application 
to the Freservation of Health. For 
use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
WithnnmeroQsIUastrations. By Mrs. 
F. FxNwicx MZLLBR. Small Svo^ cloth 
limp, 2fc 6d. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by: 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set oTRoles for the Management of 
the Skin; with Directions for Diet, 
Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. Small 8vo, 
U. ; cloth extra, li. 6d. 

The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 
Small 8vo, li. ; cloth extra. Is. 6d. 

The Laws of LlfSs, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo, 
ll. ; cloth extra, la. 61. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Moncrleffl—Tha Abdication; 

or. Time Triet AIL An Historical 
i Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrikff. 
With Seven Etchings by Johm Pxttzb, 
R.A., W. Q. Orchakdson, R.A4 J. 
MacWhirtek, A.R.A.,CouM Humtbr, 
R. Macbeth, and Tom Graham. Largo 
4to, bound in bockram, 21% 

I Murray (D. ChrlstieV Novels 

4 by. Crown 8vo,eloth estra, is. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9a, each. 

A Llfe'e Atonement* 
A Model Father. 
Joeeph'e Coat.- 
Coals of Fire. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 

• Crown 8Te,«lothoxtra» 81. 0d.eack. 

yal Strange: A Story of the Primrose 
Way. 

Hearte. 

The Way of the World. , 



North Italian Folk. By Mrs. 
CoMYjNS Garb. lUust. by Randolph 
Caldecotti ' Square SvOb •loth extra, 
7s. 6d. 

Muml»er Nip (Stories about), 

the Spirit Of tne Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children h^ Waltbb 
Grahamb. With Illuatrations by J. 
MoYB Smith. Post 8vo^ cloth extra, 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's 

Guide in Health and Disease. By N. 
B. Davibs, L.R.C.P. Crown 8to, If. | 
cloth, 18. 6d. 

.Oiiphant. — Whlteladles: A 

Novel. With lUustnKtions byAsTBuB 
HopkiNS and Hbnrt Woods. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8b. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2g. ^ 

O'Connor. — Lord Beaconsfleld 

A Biography. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P, 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preiiatce, 
bringinfl the book down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo, 
. cloth extra, 78. 80^ 



Oulda, Novels by. Ctcmn9vo, 

cloth extaa, &l. each ; pojit 8va^ illus- 
trated boards, Ss. each. 



O'Aeilly.— PhcBbe's Fortunes : 

A NoveL With Illustrations by Hbnry 
T ucB. Post 8vo» illustrated boards, 2s. . 

O'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works 

by: 
Songs of a Worken Foap. Svo^ cloth 
' extra, 78. 6d. 

Music and Moonlight. Fcapb Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Laye of Franoa. down Svo» doth ; 
estra, 10B..6d. 



Hekfl In Bondage. 
Strathmora. 
Chandoe. 
Under Two Ffage. 
Ceell Caetle- 

malne'e Qage. 
Idalla. 
Triootrln. 
Puck. 
Folle Farina. 

TwoLlttleWoodan 
Shoee. 



ADogof Flandere. 

Paeearel. 

SIgna. 

In a Winter Oity. 

Ariadne. 

Friendahlp. 

Mothe. 

Piplstrella 

A Village 

muna. 
BlmM. 
In Maremma. 



Com 



Wanda: A Novel Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 61. 

Freecoee : Dramatic Sketches. Crown 
8vo» cloth extra, 61. [Shortly, 

BImbI: Presentation Bditioh. Sq. 
8vo, cloth gilta cinnamon edges, 
. 78. 6d. 

Prinoese NapraxIna. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, 8l8. 6d. 

WIedom, Wit, and Pathoe. Sheeted 
from the Works of Ouida by F. 
Stdnxt MoBBis. Small erown 8vob 
doth extra, 68. 

Page (H. A.), Works by : 

Thoreau : Hte Life and Aims : A Study. 
With a Portrait Poet 8vo, diotti 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Ughte on the Way ; Some Tales with- 
in a Tela. By the late J. H. Ai.bx* 
andbb, B.A. Edited by H. A. Paob. 
Crown 8vOi do^i extra, 68. 

Pasoars Provlnoial Letters. A 

New Translationi with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Cbxb, 
1>J>. Post 8yo, doth limp, 2b. > 

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum: 

How to jget most Benefit froin Medi* 
cal Advice. By Wiluam Knight» 
M.R.C.S., and ISpwabd Knxgiit, 
L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, l8.; doth, l8.6d. 

Paul Ferroil : 

Post 8vo^ Ulnstrated boards, Sl each* 
Paul Ferrbll:' A NoveL 
Why Paul Ferroil Killed hie Wife. 

Paul.— Qentle and Simple. By 

Maroarbt Agnes Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Helen Patbrboh. 
Cr. 8vo, dodi Mtra, Si. M,} post 0fOb 
Illnstratedboeids,2B. 
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Payn (James), Novels by. 

, Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 6d. each ; 
, post 8to, iliostrated boards. Si. each. 

Lost SiP Maaalngberd. 

The Beet of Huebande. 

Wftltaii^s.WoPd.. 

Halvee. I Fallen FortuMt. 

What He Coat Her. 

Leea Black than we're Painted. 

By Praxy. I High Spirlte. 

Under One Roof. I Carlyon'e Year. 

A Conffdentlal Agent. 

Some Private Viewe. 

A Qrape from a Thorn. 

For Caeh Only. \ Fron t ExHa. 

Poet 8to, Ulustra^ted boaid^ ^ each. 

A Perfeot Treaaure. 

Bentlnek'e Tutor. 

Murphy'e Master. 

A County Family. | At Her Merey. 

A Woman'e Vengeanoa. 

Ceoll'e Tryet. 

The ClyinuHla of ClyWb, 

The Family Soapegraoa 

The Foater Brothere. 

Found Dead. 

QwendoIIne'e Harveat. 

Humoroue Storlee. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Reaidenoe. 

Married Beneath HUn. 
j Mirk Abbey. 
' Not Wooed, but Won. 
' Two Hun dred Pounde R eward. 

Kit: A Memory! Crown Svo, cloth 

extra. Si. 60. 
The Canon'e Ward. Wiiti Portrait 

■of Author. Cr.8vo, doth extra, Si. 9A, 

In Peril and Privation : A Book for 
Boys. With nameroQs Illnstra- 
tions. Grown 8vo, cloOi extra, 61. 
[In preparation, 

Pennell (H. Cholmondefey), 

Worke by: Post 8vo, cloth limp, 

S[k6d.eacb. 
Puok on Pegasua. With Illastrations. 
The Muaea of Mayfalr. Vers de 

Soci€t6, Selected and Edited by H. 

C. PSNNSLU 

Pegaaua Re-Saddled. With Ten full- 
page lU asts. fey G. Dp Maukibr. 

Phelpsv— Beyond the Gates. 

By BuXABETH Stuart Phblps, 
Author of '* The Gates Ajar." Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Sik 6d. 



PIrklSw— Trooping with Crows : 

A Story. ByCATRxltxHsPiRXis. Poap. 
8vo, picture cover, U^ 

Pianohe (J. R.), Works by: 

The Cyeiopsedla of Ooatume ; or, 
A Dictionary of Dresa— Regal, Eo- 
desiastteal, Civil,and MiUtaxy— firom 
thaEarliest Period in England to the 
R^gn of George the Third. Includ- 
ing Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a 
General History of the Costumes of 
the Principal Countries of Europe. 
Two Vols., demy 4tOi ^alf morocco 
profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts. 
£7 Tl. The Vols, may also be had 
separately (each complete in itself) 
at £9 lU. 6d.. each : VoL I. Thb 

DiCIXOMARY. Vol. II. A GSNXRAI, 

HxexosT or Costoms in Europe. 
The Puraulvant of Arme ; or, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts, with 
Coloured Frontaaj^e and eoo Illus- 
trations. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 7i..6d. 

Songe and Poeni% from 1819 to 1879. 
Ecuted, with an Introduction, by hia 
Daughter, Mra. MACSARMS88. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6l. 



Play-time: Sayings and Doings 
of Baby-land. By Edward Stanford. 
Large 4to, handsomely printed in 
Colours, Ba. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Transhrted from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Life of Plutarch, by Tokm and 
William LAMGHORNa. Two Vols., 
Svo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 10s. 6d. 
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Poe (Edgar Allan):— 

The Oholea Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edoak Allah Pob. With 
an Introductory Essay by Charles 
Baudslairb, Portratt and Fac- 
similes* Crown 8to,ci. extra-, 7i.6d. 

The Myetery of Warle Roget. and ♦ 
other Stories. Post 8yo, illu8t.bds.,2s. 



Pope's Poetical Works. Com. 

plete in One Vol. Pest 8vo, cl. limp, JM, 

Power.-^Phinstla: ANovel. By 
Cecil Power. Three Vols., crown 
8vo. iShortly, 

Price (E. C), Novels by: 

Valentlna: A Sketch. With a Fron- 
tispiece by Hal Ludlow. Cr. Svo, 
cl ex., Si. 6d.: post Svo.illust. bds.,2i» 

The Foreignere. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., Sl.6d« 

Mre. Lancaeter'e Rival. Crown 8to^ 
cloth extra, 81. 6d» 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Proctor (Rfchd. A.), Works by ; 

Flowers of the Sky. With 5S Ulnsta. 
Small crown Svo, cloth eztea, 4m. M. 

Easy Star Lotaons. With Star Mapt 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the ConstellatUnia, Ac 
Crown 8to, cloth extra, Sk 

familiar Solenoe Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7a. 8d. 

Rough Wave made Smooth: A 
Series of Familiar Essays on Scien- 
tific Sabjects. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,8i. 

Our Place among Inflnltlea: A Series 
of Essays contrasting onr Little 
Abode in Space and Tmie with the 
Infinities Around ua. Crown Bto, 
cloth extra, 6l. 

The Expanee of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wanders of the 
Firmament. Cr. Bto, cloth extra, tik 

Saturn and Ita System. New and 
Revised Edition, with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, lOi. 6d. 

The Qreat Pyramid : Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illns- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, to. 

Myaterles of Time and Space. With 
lUusts* Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Tt. 8d. 

The Universe of Suns, snd other 
Science Gleanings. With Illnsts. 
Cr. 8vo^ cloth extra, 7s. 6d. IShoHly, 

Wagee and Wanta of Solanos 
Workers. Crown 8vo, li. 6d. 

Pyrotechnist'sTreasuryfThe); 

or, Complete Art of Makins Fireworks. 
By Trouas Ksmtish. With numerous 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cl, extra, 4B. 6d. 

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully 

Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and nnmerons charac- 
teristic Illnstrations by Gustavb 
Doa^ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. CA. 

Rambosson — Popular Astro- 

np.my. By J. Rambossom, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. Trans- 
lated bv C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, with nnmerons Illustrations, 
and a beautifully execnted Chart ot 
Spectra, 78. 6A. 

Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allualons» ReKsrenoes, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Baawsa. 
Fourth Edition, revised throuehont, 
with a New Appendix, oontaimng a 
CoMPLSTB English BiBLiooaAPRT. 
Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Richardson A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Bbn- 

lAMIN WaBD RiCHABOSON, 1I.D. te. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 



Reade (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels 

by. Fost Bvo, illnst, bds., tL each ; 

or cr. 8vo, cl. ex., illust.88. 6d. each. 
Peg Wofnngton. lllnstrated by S. L. 

FiLDXs, AR^ 
Christie Johnetons. Illaskrated by 

William Shall. 
It le Never Too Lata to Mend, n- 

Instrated by G. J. Pinwbll. 
The Couree of True Love Never did 

run Smooth. Illustrated by Hblbn 

Patbbson. 
The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 

of al I Trades ; and Jamee Lambert. 

Illustrated by Matt Stbbtch. 
Love me Little, Love me Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Ellbn EowAaDS. 
The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sir 

John Gilbbrt, R.A., and C. Kbbnb. 
The Cloleter and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Chaxlbs Kbbnb. 
Hard Caah. Illust. by F. W. Lawsob. 
Qrifnth Qaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 

FiLDBs, A.R.A., and Wm. Small. 

Foul Play. Illust. by Du Maubibb. 

Put Youreelf In His Plaoe. lUus- 
trated by Robbbt Babnbs. 

A Terrible Temptation. lUnstrated 
by Bow. Huqhbs and A. W. Coopbb. 

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by 
H. Patbrson, S. L. FiLDBS, A.R.A , 
C. Gbbbn, and H. Woods, A.R. A 

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Katb 
Crauford. 

A WomanHatoK Illostrated by 
Thos. Couldbby. 

Readlana. With a Steel-plate Portrait 
qf Charlbs Rbadb. 

SIrtgleheart and Doublefiaoe: A 
Matter-of-fact Romance. lUnstrated 
by P. MacNab. 

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. IllustratedbyB.AABBBT, 
Pbrcy Macquoid, and j osbph Nash. 

The J I It, and other Stories. lUnstrated 
by JosBPH Nash. 

Riddell (IS4r8. J. H.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8b. 8d. each ; 
post Svo, Ulustrated boards, U. esch. 

Her MotheKe Darling. 

The Prince of Walee'e Garden Party. 



Weird Stories. 
extra, 8s. 6d. 



Crown 8vo, dotb 



Rimmer (Aifk^), Works by : 

Our Old Country Towne. With over 
SoIUusts. Sq.Svo, cloth gUt,10i.6d. 

Ramblea Round Eton and Harrow. 

SoIUusts. Sq. Svo, cloth ^t, 10s. 6d. 
About England with Dlokens. With 

s8IUnstsTbyALPBBDRiifMBBandC A. 

Vamdbbhoof. Sq.8vo^eLgUt,108JL 
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Robinson (F. W.), Novels by : 

Women are Stpanga Cr. 8vo. cloth 
extra, 8a. 6d.; postSvo, Ulust. bds., Si. 

The Hande of Justice. Crawn Svo, 
cloth extra, Si. 6d. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 
The Poete' Birds. Crown Syo, doth 

extxa, 7s. 6d. 
The Poets' Beasts. Crown Sro, cloth 

extra, 71. 6d. llnprepanUioH, 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 

J reprodnctioa of Major's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates bv 
GsoROS Cruikshank, choicely printed. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, 7l. 6d. A few 
Large-Paper cojpies, printed on hand- 
made paper, with India prooft of the 
lUastrations, price 36s. 

Roohefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Refleotlone. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saints- 
Bbitvb. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2i. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or, 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. X066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 61. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by: 

Post 8vo, doth limp, 28. 6d. each. 

Puniana: Riddles and Jokea With 

numerous Illustrations. 

Mora Puniana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Russell (W. Clark, Author of 
**The Wreck of the Grosvtitor''), 
Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Si. each. 
Round the Galley-Fire. 
On the Fok's'le Head : A Collection 
of Yams and Sea Descriptions. 

[In the press. 

Gala Gaslight and Daylight. 

By Gborgk Augustus Sala. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. 

Sanson. — Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited 
byHsMRvSANsoN. Cr.8vo,d.ex.8s.6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2g. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 

One Against the World. 

Guy Waterman. 

The Lion In the Path, 

The Two Dreamora. 



Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by: 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, Si. ti. aaoh. 

Joan Marryweathar. 

Margarwt and ElUabellk 

Qidaont Rook. 

The Hi gh Mllla" 

Heart Salvage^ by Sea and Lan4. 
Three Vols., crown 6va. 

Science Gossip : An ninstrated 

Medium of Interchann for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by I. E. 
Tatlor, F.L.S., Ac. Deroted to ueo* 
logy. Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy. Phy- 
siography, &c Price 40. Montnly ; or 
te. per year, post free. Each Number 
contains a Coloured Plate and numer- 
ous Woodcuts. Vols. I . to XIV. may 
be had at 78. 6d. each ; and Vols. XV. 
to XIX. (Z883X St 6s. each. Cases foe 
Binding, li. Sd. each. 

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmlon. 

An entirely New Edition of this famous 
and popular Poem, with over 100 new 
Illustrations by leadins Artists. Ele- 
gantly and appropriately bound, small 
4to, cloth extra, ws. 

[The immediate success of **The 
Lady of the Lake," published in i88a, 
has encouraged Messrs. Cbatto and 
W1NOU8 to oring out a Cmnpanion 
Edition of this not less populsr snd 
famous poem. Produced in the same 
style, aiui with the same careful and 
elaborate style of illustration, regard- 
less of cost, Mr. Anthony's sJolful 
supervision is su£Bcient guarantee that 
the work is degant and tasteful as well 
as correct.] 

"Secret Out" Series, The: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusdy lUos- 
trated, 4e. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations ; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or "white 
Magic.'* By W. H. Cssiibr. 300 
Engravings. 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or. 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By THOMAS Kbmtxsk. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing: A Collection of 
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks,Pn£zles, 
and Charades. By Frank Bbllsw* 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H. 
CasMSB. With aoo Illustrations. 



BOOKS PVBUSHBD BY 



** Sbckst Out ** Skkibs, conHnut^^ 

The MeFry Clrale: A Book of New 
Intellactaal Gaines and AmoaementB. 
By Clara Bbllbw. Vfith many 
lUiiatratkms. 

Ma^lekm^Owfi Bdok: HsrfivBumces 
with Cops and Balla, Bju^, Hats. 
HandkerchiefB, Ao. ? All mm astnal 
BzperienceL Bdited by W. H. Crb- 
UBK. too lUnstnttioos. ■ 

Majgle No -Myttttfy: Tricks with 
Cards, Dice. Balls. &&, with liilly 
descriptive J>irecnm\ the Art « 
Secret Writing; Training of Per- 
fonning AninudSt fto. with Go- 
loored rrootispiece and many lUaS' 
trations* - • 

' * m ill- m I ■■ H ■■■ ^ 

aenlop (WUiiam), Works by : 

Travel «nd Trout In the Antlpodee- 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

By Stream and Sea. Post 8to, doth 
limp,2i.ed. 

Seven Sagas <The) of Prehfs- 

torle Man. * By jAyss H. Stoddast, 
Anthor of ** The Village Ufe.'* Crown 
8to, cloth extra, 6s. 

Shakespeare : . 

The First Folio Shakespeare.— Mr. 
WzLLiAif SRAkB8PCARB*s Comedies, 
Histories, and Tragedies. Pahliahed 
aocoidingto the tme Originall Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaooard 
• and Eo. Bloumt. 16S3.— A Repro- 
duction of the extremelyrare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra- 
phic process—ensnnng the strictest 
aoenracy in erery detail. Small Svo, 
half-Roxburghe, 7s. 60. 

T he LAnsdowne Shakespeare. Beau- 
tifully printed in red and blacl^ in 
small out very clear type. With 
engraved &csimile of Droesrouy's 
Portrait. Post Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
Shakeepeare for Children: Tafee 
from Shakespeare. By Charlxs 
.and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
" J, MoYR SuiTH. Crown 4to, clota 
gUt,6B. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 
Muslo. Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age fO the 
Present Time. By Alfred Rofpb. 
4to, half-Roxburghe, 78. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Aloxr- 
MON Charles Swimburmb. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, Sa. 



Shelley's Complete Works, la 

Four Volsn post Bvo, cloth limp, Si. ; 
or separately. Si. each. Vol. I. con- 
tains his Barly Poems^ Queen Mab, 
ftc, with an Introduction by Leigh 
HuNT{ Vol. II., his Later Poems, 
Laon and Cythna, &c.; VoL III.« 
Postbumoos PoenuLthe Shelley Papers, 
fte. : Vol. IV., his Prose Work^, in- 
eluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas- 
troBsi; St Irvyne^ ftc. 

Sheridan :— - 

Sheridan'e Complete Worfce, irith 
Life and Anecdotes. Including his 
Dramatic Writmgs, printed firom flie 
Original Bditions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jekes, Puns, fto. With a 
Celleolion of Shersdaniana. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 fall- 
page Tinted Wustrations, 7b. 6d. 

Sheridan's Coraedtoef The Rlvale^ 
and The •School for Soimdal. 
Bdite4 ^th an Introduction and 
Notes to each Play, and a Bio- 

fatphlcal Sketch of^ Sheridan, by 
RAH9ER Matthews. With-Deeorar 
tive Vignettes and 10 fim-rage Hlus- 
tratip ns. Demy 8vo,' cL bds., I2«.ga, 

Short Sayings of Great Men. 

With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuex, A. Bekt, M.A« 
Demy Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete' 

Poetical Worke, including all those in 
"Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Bssay on the Poetry ot 
Sidney, and Not». by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crowa 
Svo, doth boards, 16b. ' 

Signboards i Their Histoxy. 

With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and ' Remarkable Characters. By 

{acob Larwood and John Cahdbm 
Iottbn. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
with 100 lUustrationg, 7s. 6d. 

Sims (G. R.)— How the Poop 

Live. With 60 Illustrations by Fred. 
Barnard., Large 410, Is. 

Sketohley.— A Match In the 

Dark. By Arthur Sketchlby. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 
mological, Historical, and AnecdotaL 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, fls. fid. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by : 
The Prince of Argolls: A Story of tlie 
Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Mova 
Smith. Small Svo, cloth extra, with 
130 Illustrations, Si. Sd. 
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Suva's G. Mof B) WoKKS, cdhMmm^— 

Tales of Old Thule. CoUecled and 
lUustrated by J. Moyk Smith. Cr. 
8vo, cloth gilt, profnsely Illast., Oi. 

The Wooing of the Water Witch: 
A Northern Oddity. By Bvam Dai^ 
DORNB. lUnstrated by J. Moyk 
SkiTH. Small 8yo> doth extra, (hi, 

6paldIng.*EIIzabethan Demon- 

olo^: An Essay in Illostration of 
the Belief in the Existence of Devils, 
and the Powers possessed by Them. 
By T. Alfkbd Spalding, LL.B. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5fc 

Speight. •— The Myateriea of 

Heron Dyke. By T. W. Spbioht. 
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellbn 
Edwabos. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88, 6d. ; post 8vo, illastrated boards, Ss. 

Gpensep for Child pen. By M. 

H. TowRT. With lUnstrations by 
Waltbr J. Morgan. Crown ^to, with 
Coloored jlllustyationa, cloth gdt, O. 

Staunton.^i.aw8 and Practice 

of Ctiese ; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howabd Sxaunton. 
Edited by Robbbt B. Wobualo. New 
Edition, small cr. 8vo, doth extra, 6i. 

Stepndale.— The Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. By Robbbt Abmitaob Stbbn- 
DAtB. Cr. 8va cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post 
8vo, iilnstratcd boards, 8l. • 

Stevenson (R.Louie), VVoPke by : 

Tpavele with a Donkey In the 

Cevennes. Frontispiece by Waltbb 

Cranb. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Sa. 6d. 
An Inland Vpyatfe. With Front, by 

W. Crank. Post 8vo, d. Ip., 88. 6a. 
Virginlbue Puerleque, and other 

Papers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 
Familial* Stud lee of Men and Books. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
New- Arabian Nights. Crowa 8vo, 

cl. extra, 68. ; post 8vo, illost bds., 28. 
The Silverado Squatters. With 

Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Prince Otto: A Romance. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 68. [I n pre paraHon. 

St. John. — A Levantine Family. 

By Bavlb St. John, Poet 8vob iUns- 
trated boards, 2a. 

Stoddapd.^Summep Cpulsing 
In the South Seas. By Chablbs 

Warren Stoddard. Illust oy Wallis 
Mackat. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, Si. 6d. 

St. Pleppe.— .Paul and Vipglnia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Bbb- 
NABDiN St. Pibbrb. Edited, with Life, 
byRev.S.Ci.ABBB. Post Svo, clip., 28. 



Stoplea fVK>m Fopeign Novel- 
ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Hblbn and Aucb Ziu- 
M BBN ; and a Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo cloth extra, 88. 6d^ 

Stputt's Spopts and Pastlmee 

of the People of England ; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
- cessions. Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus> 
trations. Edited by William Honb. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Subupban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Goids to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House Accommodation, With Map of 
Suburban London. Cr.8vo,ct.ex.,78.6d. 

Swift's Choice Wopks, in Prose 

and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps ih the 
Original Edition of *« Gulliver's 
Travels." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. jkL 

Swinbupne (Algepnon C), 

Works by: 

The Queen Mother and Rosamond. 

Fcap. 8vo, 68. 
Atalanta In Calydon. Crown 8vo, 68. 
Chastelard. A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 78. 
Poems and Ballads. Fibst Sbbibs. 

Fcap. 8vo, 9b. Also in crown 8vo» at 

same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Sbcomd Sbbibs. 

Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Cr. 8vo, same price. 
Notes on Poeme and Revlewa 8vo l8. 
William Blake: A Critical Essay. 

With Facsimile PaintingSi Demy 

8vo, 16s. 
Songe before SunHss, Cr. 8vo, 108.6d. 
Both well: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo,128.6d. 
George Chapman: An Essay. Crown 

8vo, 78. 

Songs of Two Nations. Cr. 8vo, 88. 

Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 128. 

Erechtheue: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,68. 

' Note of an English Republican dtt 

the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, la. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronts. Crown 

8vo, 68. 
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, 88. 
Songs of ths Sprlngtidss. Crown 

8vo, 68. 
Studies In Song. Crown 8vo, 78. 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 88. 
Tristram of Lyoneess, and other 

Poems. Crown 8vo, 98. 
A Century of Roundels Small 4tSk 

cloth extra, 88. 
A Midsummer Holiday, sod other 

Poems. Crown 8vo, 78. 
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8ymond8.~Wlne, Women and 

Bong: Madiasna Latin Students* 
Soon. Now first tnuislatad into Bng- 



lisli Verse, wiUi an Essay by J. Ad* 
piMOTON Stmohds. Small S^paroli- 
rnent, 6B« 

8yntax*a (Dp.) Three Tours: 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowlari>- 
son's droll page Illustrationsin.CoiOQrs 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
HoTTsn. Medimn Srob doth eitra, 
7i.6d. 

Talne's History of English 

LltoNitupa. Translated by Hsmst 
Van Laun. Four Vol&i, small 8vo, 
cloth boards, Ml.— Populas Edition, 
Two Vols., crown 8to, cloth extra, 161. 

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L8.), Works 

by: 

The Sagacity and Mopaltty of 
Plants : A Slcetch of the Life and 
Condnct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
With Coloured Frontispieoe and xoo 
Illnsts. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 7l. 6d. 

Cup Common Bpltlsh Fossils: A 
Complete Handbooli. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 7a. WL IPrtpating, 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of the Eoho Club: Burlesaaes of 
Modem Writers. Post Svo, doth limp, 

•S. 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramas : ^' Clancarty," " Jeanne 
Dare," "Twixt Axe and Crown,** 
**The FooPs Revenge,** " Arkwriidiit's 
Wife/ "Anne Boleyn,** "Plot and 
Passion." One V6L, crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

%* The Plays may also be had sepa- 
rately, at Is. each. 

Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra* 
pbical Sketch. By H. J. Jknninos. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Thaokerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makxpbacs 
Thacxsrat. depicting Humorous 
Incidents m his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his everjr-day reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 78. ftL 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each | 
post Svo, illustrated boards, Si. each. 

Oresalda. 

Proud MalalcL 

The Violin Playtt*. 



Thomas (M.)^A Fight fop Lif^ 
A NoveL By W. Moy Tromas. Post 
Svo, illnstrated boards, 28. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle 

of Indolanea. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allan 
CvNNiNOiiAii, and over «> fine Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown Svo^ 
cloth extra, gilt edges, 78. Sd. 

Thornbury (Walter), Works by 

Haunted London. Edited by fio- 
WAin WALToaiK M.A. With Illu»> 
tradons by F. W. Fairrolt, F.SA. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. So. 

The Life and Coppeapondenee of 
J. M. W. Tupnep. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous lUusts. in Colours^ 
facsimiled from Turner's Original 
Drawings. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Old StOPlea Re-told. Post Svo^ cloth 
Ump, 28. 6d. 

Tales Ibp the Maplnea. Post 8vo» 
illustrated boards, 28. ^___ 

TImbs (John), Works by: 
The HIstopy of Clubs and Club LHIa 
In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-bouses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous lUus- 
tratiotts. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 78. OS. 

English Eocentplcs and Eeoen- 
tHoltlea: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, ImpostureSj and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes. Bccentrie 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, &c. With nearlv 50 Illusts. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Torrens. — The Marquess 

Wellesley, Architect of Empire. An 
Historic Portrait By W. M. Ton. 
KBN s, M.P. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 148 . 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. eaclk. 

The Way We Live Now. 

The Ameploan Senator 

Kept In the Dapk. 

Fpau Fpohmann. 

Marlon Fay. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 01. each. 
Mp. Soapbopough*e Fafnily. 
Tha Ljind-Leaguepe. 



Trollope(France8 E.),Novelsby 

Like Ships upon the Sea. Crown 
Svo^ doth extra. 88. 6d. ; poet Svo^ 
illnstrated boards, 28. 

Mabel'e Ppoflpoea. Crown Svo^ cloth 
extra, 88. 6flL 

AnneFupneea. Cr. 8vo,cl.«z.,8S.0i« 
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Tpollope (T. A.).— Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and othei Stories. By 
Thomas Adolphus Trollops. Crown 
8to, doth extra, Sf. 6d.; post 8vOb 
ainstrated boards, Ifc 

Tytlop (Sarah), Novels by: 

Crown Bvo, doth extra, Ss. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illostrated boards, 2i. each. 

What She Came Through. 

The Bride'e Paea. 

Saint Mungo'e City. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, Sf. M. {^Prtparing» 

Beauty and the BeaaL Three Vols., 
crown Svo, 81l. 6d. [Shortly, 

fytlep (C. C. Fraser-). — Mis- 

treea Judith: A Novel. By C. C. 
Fraszr-Tytlxb. Crown 8vo» doCb 
extra, 88. 6d. 

Van Laun.— History of French 

Llteratupo. By Hknrt Van Laun. 
Complete in Three Vols., demy 8vo, 
cloth boards, 78. 6d. each. 

VJIIari.— A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Linda Villari, Fcap. 
Svo, picture cover, If. 

Walcott.— Church Work and 
Life In English Mlnstera; and tue 
Bnglish Stndent's Monastiooa. By the 
Rev. Mackxnsis B. C. Waloott,B.D. 
Two Vols., crown Svo, doth extra. 
with Map and Ground-Plans, Ms. 

Walford (Edw., M.A.),Works by : 
The County Families of the United 
Kingdom Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Bduca- 
tion, ftc., of more than itiOoo dis- 
tin^nished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Offices they hold or have hdd, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
ftc. Twenty-fourth Annual Bditioo* 
for 1884, doth, fhll gilt, 60f . 

The Shilling Peerage (1884). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. ssmo, doth. If. 
Published annually. 

The Shining Baponetaga (1884). 
Containing an Alphabettcal List m 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. svnok 
doth, If. Published annually. 

The Shilling Knightage (1884). Con- 
taining an. Alphabetical List of the 
Knights ol the United Kins^om, 
short Biographical Notices, Datef 
ef Creation, Addresses, ftc. s^mo* 
doChfli, Published annually. 



Walporo's (Bow.. M.A.) WoRXf , mm.— 

The Shilling House of Commona 
(1884). Containing a List of all the 
Members of the British Parliament, 
their Town and Country Addresses, 
ftc. same, doth. Is. Published 
annuslly. 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet' 
age. Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1884). In One Volume, 
rayal ssmo. doth extra, gilt edges. 
Sf. Published annually. 

Haunted London. By Waltsr 
Thornburt. Bdited by Bdwaro 
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Pairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
Bvo, doth extra, 7f. 80. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete 

Angler; or. The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation: being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by ixaak Walton; and In- 
structions now to Angle for a Tront or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charlbs 
ConoM. With Orighial Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
61 Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown 8vo, doth antique, 7f.6d. 

Wanderer's Library, The : 

Crown Svo, doth extra, Ss. 6d. each. 

Wanderlnga In Patagonia; or, Ufa 
amoag the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Julius Bxbrbohm. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Fredbricx Boylr. 

Savage Llfis. By Frbdrricx Botlb. 

Merrle England In the Olden Time. 
By Gborob Danibl. With Illustra- 
tions by RoBT. Cruiksbamk. 

CIrous Life and Circus Calabrltlet. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The LIvaa of the CorUurera. By 

Thomas Frost. 
Tha Old Showman and the Old 

London Falra. By Thomas Frost. 
Low-Llfa Deepa. An Account of tha 

Strange Pish to be found there. By 

Jambs Grbbnwood. 
The Wilde of London. By Jambs 

Grbbkwood. 
Tunis: The Land and the People. 

By the Chevalier de Hbssb-War- 

TBOO. With SS Illustrations. 
The Life and Adventuree of a Cheap 

Jaok. By One of the Fraternity. 

Bdited by Charlbs Hindlby. 
The World Behind the Scenaa. By 

Pbrct Fitzgbrald. 
Tavern Aneodotee smd Saylnga; 

Induding the Origin of Signs, and 

Reminiscences connected with Ta* 

vems. Coffee Houses, Clubs, fte. 

By Charlbs Hindlbt. With lUostfi 
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^iMVlEXtX^Z LiBRART, TbX, COUUtMUd^ 

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus Ward. Bj B. P. 
HiMGSTOif . With a Frontispiece. 

The Story of the London Parica. 
By Jacob Lakwood. With Illusts. 

London Charaotepe. By Hbmrt Mat- 
Hxw. Illostrated. 

Seven Qeneratlone of Exeout lonere : 
Memoiri of the Sanson Family 
(x688 to Z847). Edited by Hrhrt 
Sansom. 

Summei* Cmilelng In the South 
Seaa. By C. Warrbn Stoddard. 
lUostratea by Wallib BIacxat. 

Warnep.— A Roundabout J oup- 

ney. By Charlbb Dudlry Warnrr, 
Author of "My Summer in a Garden.** 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, (Is. 

Wappants^ &c. :— 

Wafvant to Execute Chaplee I. An 
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and corresp<nidinff Seals. 
Carefully printed on pap^r to imitate 
theOriguoial«2ain.byx4in. Price 2& 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of 
Scota. An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. PnceSs. 

Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by a 
fieet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned ia Gold and Colours. 
Price 6s. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A Ust 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqneror, and Settled in this 
Country. A.D. Z066-7. With the 
. principal Arms emblasoned in Gold 
and Coburs. Price fis. 



Weathep, How to Foretell the, 

with the Pocket Spectroscope. By 
F. W. Cory. M.R.C.S. Eng., F.ILMet. 
Soc., &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 
8 vo, is.; cloth, Is. 6d. 

WestPopp.-^Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain : or^ History of 
those Arts from the Karhest Period. 
By HoDDER M. Wbstropp. With no- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Cro.wn 8vo, cloth limp, 4fl. 6d. 

Whlstlep V. Ruskin : Art and 

Art Critics. By J* A. Macmbxll 
WhistK'RR. 7th. Aaitipn, sq. 8ve, Is. 



White's Natupal HIstopy of 

Selborne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Browh, F.L.S. Post 8to, 
cloth limp, 8s. 

Williams (W. Mattleu, F.R.A.S.), 

Works by: 

•elenoa Notao. See the Grhtlxman's 
Maqaxinb. Is. Monthly. 

Science in Short Chaptere. Crswn 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6a. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crowa 
8vo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 28. 6d. 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. [In the press, 

Wilson (Dp. Andpew, F.R.S.E.), 

Works by: 

Ohaptert on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown Bvo, cloth 
extra, with 359 Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Leavaa fk^m a Naturalist's Note- 
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 6d. 

LelsurorTlme Studies, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Third Edition, with a New 
Preface. Crown Stro^ cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, Ss. 

Wintep (J. 8.}, etoPies by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each, 
post 8vo, fllostrated boards^ 8s. each. 

Cavalry Ltfs. I Regimental L^enda. 

Women of the Day : A Biogra- 
phical Dictionary. By Frances Hays. 
Crown 8vp, cloth extra, 6s. [/» the press, 

Wood.~8ablna: A Novel. By 
Lady Wood. Post 8to, illust. bds., 2s. 

WoPdSi Facts, and Phrases: 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and 
Out'Of>the-Way Matters. By Eliezer 
Edwards. New and cheaper issue, 
cr. ^vo,cl. ex.,7s. 6d. ; half- bound, 9s. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by: 

Carlcaturs History of the Ceorgea. 
(The House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

History of Caricature and of the 
Groteaqife In Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, 
F.S.A. LargepostSvo, cl. ex.,7s.6d. 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 

Castaway. | Tha Forlorn HopSb 
Land at Last. 
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NOVBLB BT THB 

N&win 
WILKIB COLLINSES NBW NOVEL. 

"I Say No." B7 WiLXU CeuiMS. 
Three Vols., crown 8va 

Mn,CASHBL HOSTS SEW NOVSL 

The Lov«r'e Creed. By Mts. CAttBL 

HoKT, Aathor of ** The Blossoming of 
an Aloe." && VHik xa Illustrations 
by P. MacNab. Three Vols., crown 
8vo. 

SARAH TYTLER*S NEW NOVEL. 

Beauty and the Beaat. By Sarah 
Tytlbr, Antfaor of **The Bride*s Pass," 
"Saint Bfaago's City/* *'Citoyenne 
Jacqueline," ftc Three Vols., cr. 8vo. 

CHARLES GIBBON'S NEW NOVEL, 
By Mead and Stream. By Chabues 

GiBBOM, Author of "Robin Gray." 

of the 
8vo. 



GiBBOM. Author of "Robin G 
"The Golden Shaft," " Queen 1 
Meadow," Ac Three Vols., cr. 



BEST AUTHORS. 

thefress. 

ROBT. BUCHANAN'S NEW NOVEL 
Foxglove Manor. By Robt. Bucbaman, 
Author of" The SLadow of the Sword," 
•* God and the Man," Ac. Three Vols., 
Qiown 8vo^ 

BASIL'S NEW NOVEL. 

"The Wearing of the Qreen." By 
Basil, Author of ** Love the Debt,'* 
"A Drawn Game,** fto. Three Vols., 
crown 8tOi 

JULIAN HAWTHORNE'S NEW 
STORIES. 

Mercy Holland, and other Stories. By 
J. HAWTHORNB. AuthoT of " Garth," 
^Beatrix Randolph," fto. Three Vols., 
crown 8tro. 

NEW NOVEL BY CECIL POWER. 

Phllliftr4. By Cbcil Powxx. Three 
Vols., crown 8vo. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 
Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editioms, many Illustrated, 

crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. (ML each. 



BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 
BY W. BESANT & JAMBS RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
My Little Qlrl. 
The Case of Mr. LuorafL 
Thia Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By C^lla'a Arbour. 
The Monka of Thelema. 
Twaa In Trafalgar'a Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Yeare' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorte and Condltlone of Men. 
The Captalna' Room. 
^11 In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Foreter. 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Modeling. 
Love Me for EvePi 
Annan Water. 
The New Abefard. 
BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON, 
Decelvere Ever. | Jullet'e Guardian. 



BY MORTIMER COLLINS. i 
Sweet Anne Page. 1 

Tranemlgratlon. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLUNS. 
Blaokemlth and Soholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me FaleOi 

By WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonlna. 
Baell. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearte. 
My MIeoellanlee. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonatone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Mlea Finoh. 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheTwoDeat Inlet 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leavea 
Jezebel'sDaughtep 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



Miee or Mre. P 

BY BUTTON COOK. 

Paul FoateKe Daughter 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES, \ 

Hearte of Gold. \ 

BY ALPHONSE DA UDET. \ 
Port Salvation. 

BY JAMBS DE MILLE, \ 
A Castle In SpfJn. 

BY J. LEITH DSRWENT. 
Our Lady of Teara. | CIroe'e Lovtpg 



BOOKS PU BUSHED BY 



ffeCCAOILLT NOTILB, 

BY M, BBTHAM'SDWARDS. 
Fallekk 1 Kitty. 

BY MRS. ANSIS SDWARDBS, 
Arohle Lovvll. 

BY R. B. FRANCILLON. 
Olympla. I One by Onm. 

Queen CophetUa. I A Reel Queen. 

Prt/aetd by Sir BARTLB FRBRB, 
Pandureng Hari. 

BY BDWARD GARRBTT, 
The Cepel Qlrte. 

BY CHARLBS GIBBOJU. 
Robin Gray. 
Fop Lack of Qold. 
In Love and War. 
What will the Wortd SayF 
Fop the King. 
In Honour Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
In Paetupee Gpaen. 
The Flowep of the Fopeet. 
A HeaK'e Ppoblem. 
The Braee of Yappow. 
The Golden Shaft 
Of High Degree. 
Faney Fpee. 
Loving a Dpeam. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Undep the Gpaenwood Tree. 

BY JVUAN HAWTHORNE. 
Gapth. 

Ellloe Quentln. 
8ebaetlan Strome. 
Prtnoe 8aronl'e Willi. 
Duet. I Foptune** Fool. 

Beatplx Randolph. 

BY SIR A. HELPS, 
Ivan de BIpon. 

BY MRS, ALFRED HUNT, 
Thopniopoft'e ModeL 
The Leaden Caaket. 
SelfCondemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Fpee. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Queen of Connaught. 
The Dapk Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Numbep 8eventeea 
Oakehett Caetl* 



Piccadilly Novsls, emiHnnu^l^ 
BY E. LYNN LINTON, 
PatPlola Kemball. 
Atonement of Learn Dundee^ 
The WoPid Well Loet. 
Undep which Lopd P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family 
"My Love!" | lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY, 
Gideon Fleyee. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, M.F, 

The Watepdale Nelghboupe. 

My Enemy's Daughtep. 

LInley Rochford. 1 A Falp Saxon 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athene. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LLM 
Paul Fabep, Surgeon. 
Thomas Wlngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS, MACDONELL, 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 

Lost Rose. ( The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT, 

Open I Sesame I | Written In Fire 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. 

^y D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, 



Coals of Flre^ 
Val Strange 
Hearte. 



LIfs's Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. 

A Model Father. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

The Way of the World. 

BY MRS, OLIPHANT, 
Whiteladlee. 

BY MARGARET A, PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMBS PAYN. 



Lost Sir Massing* 

bepd. 
Beet of Huebands 

Fallen Fortunee. 

Halvee. 

WalteKe Word. 

WhatHeCoetHep 

Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 

High Splrlte. 

Under One Roof. 



Ccu*iyon's Yeap 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

From Exile. 

A Grape trom i 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Some Private 

VIewe. 
KItt A Memory. 

The Canon^ 
Ward. 
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PiccAonxT Novxu, ee ntbuui 
BY B, C. PRICE. 
Valmtlna. I The FoMlgnart. 

Mra. LancMteP't Rival. 

BY CHARLES READS, DjCJ,. 
H is Never Too Lete to Mentf. 
Hard Caeli. I Peg Wofflnfton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Qrimth Qaunt. | Foul Play. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Couree of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself In His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. | A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. I Readtana. 
BY MRS, J. H. RIDDELL. 

Her MotheKe Dariing. 

Prince of Walee'e Qarden-Party. 

Weird Storlee. 

BY F. W, ROBISSOK. 

Women are Strange. 

The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS, 

Bound to the Wheel. 

Guy Waterman. 1 Two Dreamers. 

One Agalnet the Worid. 

The Lion In the Path. 
BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 

Joan Merryweather. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

Gideon's Roolc | The High Mllle. 



PlCCAOILLT NoVXLt, COlOitHlid^ 

BY T. W, SPEIGHT. 
The Myeterles of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERNDALB. 
The Afghan Knifii. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Malele. 1 Cresslda. 
The VIolln-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS., 
The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator 
Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Daric 
Mr. Scarborough'e Family. 
The i-and-Lsaguere. 

BY FRANCES S, TROLLOPS. 
Lllce Shipe upon the Sea. 
Anne Fumeee. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY T, A. TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond 
By IVAN TURGENIEFF and Othm 
Stories trwn Foreign Novellete. 

BY SARAH TYTLSR. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 

BY C. C, FRASER'TYTLSR. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY J. S, WINTER. 
Cavalry Litis. 
Regimental Legende. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF 
Post 8vo, illustrated 
BY EDMOND ABOUT. 
The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON aJdA, 
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confldencee. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER, 
Maid, Wlfs, or Widow P 
BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 

BY W, BESANT & JAMES RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. | My Little QM. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Celia'e ArbouK 



POPULAR NOVELS, 
boards, Si. each. 
Bt Bbsamt AMD RiCB, coiUintud^ 

The Monke of Thelema. 

Twee in Trafalgar'e Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
BY WALTER BESANT. 

Ail Sorte and Conditlone of 

The Captalne' Room. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE, 

Camp Notee. | Savage Lifck 
BY BRET HARTS, 

An Helreee of Red Dog. 

The Luolc of Roaring CampL 

Caiilbmian Storfea. 

Gabriel Conroy. I Flip. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Cbsap Popular NorsLSt wnHnutA^ 
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN^ 
The Shadow of th« Sword. / 
A Child of NfltHPt. 
Qod and the Man. 
The Maptypdom of Madellnt^ 
Love Me for Ever. 

BY MRS, BURNBTT* 
Supty Tim. 

fry MRS. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deoelvepe Ever. 1 Jullet'e Quardlan. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN, 
The Cure of Soule. 

BY C. ALLSXON QQLUNS, 
The Bar SlnlefeeVi 

BY WILKIB COLLINS. 



MIee or Mpe.P 
The New Magda- 
len. 
The Fpozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
TheTwo Destlnlee 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leavee. 
Jezebel'eDaughter 
The Blaok Robe. 



Antonlna, 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearte. 
My Mlacellanlee. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonetone. 
Man and WHii. 
Poor MIee F4neh. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS, 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & PRANCES COLLINS, 
Sweet and Twenty. | Franoet. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY DVTTON COOK, 
Leo. I Paul FosteKe Daughter. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS, 
Sketchee by Boz. 
The Pickwick Papers. 
Oliver Twiet. 
Nlohoiae NIckleby. 
BY MRS, ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 

BY M, BETHAM'EDWARDS. 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY EDWARD BGGLESTON, 
Roxy. 



Chxav Popular Novels, con^jmrnl^ 
BY PERCY PITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlltotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy^ve Brooks Streets 
The Lady of Brantome. 
BY ALBANY DB PONBLANQUS, 
Filthy Lutra. 

, BY R^ B, PRANCILLON. 
Olympla. \ Queen Cophetua. 

•ne by One. 
Pr^faad by Sir H. BARTLE PRERE, 
Pandurang HarL 

BY BAIN PRISWELL, 
One of Twa 

BY EDWARD GARRETT 
The Capet Qlrle. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 



Queen of the Mesi- 
dow. 

In Pasturee Qreen 
The Flower of the 
Forest. 

A Heart's Problem 
The Braes of Yar- 



Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World SayP 
In Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dp. Austin's Gueete. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
Jamee Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD, 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLIDAY, 
Every-Day Papeirs. 
BY LADY DUPPUS HARDY. 
Paul Wyntsr^ Saorlflos. 

BY THOMAS HARDY, 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
BY JULIAN HA WTHORNB. 
Garth. I Sebastian Stroms 

Elllce Quentln. I Dust. 
Prlncs Saronl's WlfS. 

BY SIR ARTHXJR HELPS. 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY TOM HOOD. A 

A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPEBm 
The Houss of Raby. 

BY VICTOR HUGO, 
The Hunchback of Notrs DamBi 
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Cbbap Pofulas NovKLSy continued^ 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thorn IcFoffs Model. 
The Loaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGSLOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Con naught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, ' 
jiakshottCaetle. | Number Seventeen 

BY B, LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a. Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Level" 

^y HENRY FF. LUCY, 
Gideon Fleyee. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy** Daughter. 

A Fab* Saxon. 

Lin ley Rochford. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD, 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDdNBLL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. 1 Loet Rose. 

BY W, H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 



Open! Seeame! 
A Harvest of Wild 
Oats. 



A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire. 



BY J. MASTBRMAN, 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Qa | Mr. Dorilllon. 



Chbap Populas Novels, continued^ 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life's Atonement. 
A Model Father. 
Joseph'e Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 
By the Qate of the Sea. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladles. 

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY, 
PhoBbe'e Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 



Held In Bondage. 

Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalla. 

Cecil Castle- 
malne. 

Tricotrln. 

Puck. 

Folle Ferine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pasoarel. 



TwoLlttleWooden 

Shoee. 
SIgna. 

In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Piplstrello. 

A Village Com 
mune. 

BImbl. 

In Maremma. 



BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Qentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Mdsslng- 

berd. 
A Perfect Trea- 
' sure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 
Murphy's Master. 
A County Family. 
At Her Mercy. 

A Woman'e Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

ClyfTlBirds of Clyflb 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her 

HumorousStorles 

Qwendollne'e Har- 
vest. 



Like Father, Like 
Son. 

A Marine Resi- 
dence. 

Married Beneath 
Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

£200 Reward. . 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

Some Private 
Views. 

From Exile. 

A Grape ftrom m 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 



BY EDGAR A, PCS. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 



s« 
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Chiat PoruLAK NofSLs, trnM n utd 
BY S. C. PRICa. 
Val«fitlna. 

BY CHARLES RBADB, 
It le Nevw* Too Late to Mon* 
Hard Cash. 
Peg Wofflngton. 
Chpittle Johnstono. 
Orifnth Oaunt. 
Put YouPMlf In Hlo PtaoOi 
Tho Doubla Marrlago. 
Leva Ma L\tt\% Lova Ma Lonfr 
Foul Play. 

Tha Clolstop and tha Haaptli. 
Tha Coupea of Tnia LowOi 
Autobiography of a Thiofc 
A Tepplbio Tamptatioii. 
Tha Wandaring Half^ 
A Simpleton. 
A WomanHatori 
Raadlana. ^ 

BY MRS. f. H. RIDDELL. 
Har Mothep'a DaHlng. 
PHnea of Walee'e Qardan Party. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON. 
Woman are StrangOb 

BY BAYLR ST. fOHN, 
A Levantine Family. 

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SAL A. 
Qaatlght and Daylight. 

BY fOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound «o tha Wheel. 
One Againet tha WorML 
Quy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
Two Oraamera. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 
A Matoh in the Daric 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
Tlia Mytteplee of Hommi Dyfca 

BY R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan ICnIfi. 

BY R, LOUIS STEVENSON. 
New Arabian NIghta. 

By BERTHA THOMAS, 
Creeelda. | Proud Malalt. 

Tha Vlolin-Playof^ 

BY W. MOY THOMAS. 
A right fior Uto. 



Cbbat Populas Movsls, eoHiinmid'^ 
BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marinee. 
BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senatoffi 
Fpau Fpohmann. 
MaHon Fay. 
Kept in the Oarfc. 

By FRANCES ELEANORTROLLOPE 
Ulce Shipe upon the Sea. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 
Tom Sawyer. 
An idle Exourelon. 

A Pleaaupa Tpip on tha Contlnant 
of Gupope. 

A Tramp Abroad. 

The Stolen White EiephpnL 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 

What She Came Through. 

The BHde'e Pass. 

BY J. S, WINTER. 

Cavaipy Lift. | Regimental Lagenda 

BY LADY WOOD. 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Casteway. | Tha Forlom Napa, 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul FerpolL 

Why Paul Fappoii lailed hie Wifto. 

Fcap. 8to« picture covers, Ig. esch. 

Jeff Briggs's Leva Stdry. By But 
Harts. 

The Twine of Table Mountain. By 

BsBT Harts. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's DIamonda By 

JVLXAM HaWTHORVB. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Aothoi 
of " Tbat Lass o* Lowrie's." 

Llndea/e Luck. B7 the Anther of 
'* That Lass o* Lowrie's." 

Pretty Polly Pembopton. By the 
Aatbor of ''That Lass o' Lowne's." 

Trooping with Crowa By Mrs. 
P1RKI8. 

The Pr ofsssoKs Wife. By Lbomart 
Graham. 

A Doubis Bond. By LniDA Villari 

Esthsr's Qlove. By R. B. Pram cillon 

The Oarden that Paid tha Rent 
By Tom Jbrrold. 
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